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Extract from Queen Elizabeth's Injunctions to the 
Clergy f A. D. 1559. 

For the comfortingr of such that delight in Mnsie, it mi 
be pennitted that in the beg^ning or in the end of Commo 
^ayer, either at Morning or Evening, there may be sTing a 
hymn, or such like song, to the praise of Almighty God, an 
in the best Melody and Music, that may be conTenientl 
devised, having respect that the sense of tiie Hymn may t 
understood and perceived. 

3ee Sparrow's Cdlection of Articles and Canons, page 8( 
4to. ed. 1684. 
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PEEFACE. 



A new edition of this collection of Psalms and 
Hymns having been called for, the present editor has 
endeayonred, by omitting all comments not abso- 
lutely necessary, so to reduce the price, as to bring 
the book within the more easy reach of all elasses* 

Some additional psalms and hymns, and a few 
sentences used as anthems, have been inserted as an 
appendix, and a calendar containing a year's course 
of psalms and hymns, adapted to the services of the 
Church at morning and evening prayer, <m the Sun- 
days and Holy-days, has also been added, which it 
is believed, may sometimes assist Clergymen and 
others, on whom the duty of selection rests. 

Tunes have been prefixed to each psalm and 
hymn, and it is hoped that this addition may be 
found useful to persons having the ordering of the 
xnusic, such tunes having been chosen as were deem- 
ed suitable to the subject, and generally known and 
apraoved for congregational use. 

Hope is entertained, that the book in its present 
form may promote increased attention to psalmody, 
and afford additional facilities for the exercise of 
singing in family or social, as well as public wor- 
ship. It is the earnest desire of the editor, that the 
rite's resolution 1 Cor. xiv. lo, " I will sing with 
spirit and I will sing with the understanding 
also" may find a response in every reader ; in which 
case our cheerful congregations " teaching and ad- 
monishing one another in psalms and hymns and 
spiritual songrs," will prove, more fully than hereto- 
fore, that the Services of the Church on earth are a 
foretaste and fit preparation for those of the Church 
in heaven, concerning whom Holy Scripture inti- 
mates, that one of their chief and joyful employments 
consists in singing the praise of Him. nuvo €\\X^*Ocv. 
on the throne, and of the Lamb for evet. 

JiieAmond Eeeiory, Sept. 6thf 185^, 
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SPECIAL OCCASIONS. 



Baptism.. H. 141—146 

Charity.. Ps. 15,41, 133. H. 101, 195, 196, 276, 

364 
Children's Hymns.. Ps. 15, 84 (v 2) 119 (p 2, 7, 8,) 

I48(v 2,) 150. H. 102, 108, 123, 135, 142, 

191, 193, 197, 198, 200, 201,225,228,264, 

268, 313, 333, 349, 356, 357, 371 
Church Building. . Ps. 48, 84, 95, 100, 122, 150, 

H. 164, 178, 179, 251, 332, 334, 356, 357 
Confirmation. . Ps. 56, Hy. 156—160, 197—201, 

207, 208 
Country (Our)..Ps. 20, 44, 60, 102. H. 186, 202 

—208 
Death. . Ps. 39, 90. H. 41, 225—242, 246, 248, 

354, 358 
Ember Days. . Hy. 163—169, 182—186, 188, 334 
Family Worship.. Ps. 3, 4, 5, 15, 46, 73, 91, 103, 

111, 121, 127, 133, 144. H. 126, 132, 186, 

187, 261, 264. 270, 338, 349, 351, 352, 

361, 362, 367, 368 
Festival of Saints. . Ps. ] 5, 84 (v 2.) H. 241, 242, 

252, 279, 280, 281 
Lord's Supper.. H. 22, 24, 28, 78, 83, 85—89, 

147—155,331,335,336 
Missionary.. Ps. 18, 45, 67, 98, 108, 113, 117, 

H. 20, 61, 62, 88, 89, 166, 170—177 
Penitential. . Ps. 13, 32, 51, 130, 139. H. 22, 24, 

26, 28, 78, 80, 83, 302—308, 314—320, 

327, 331, 338, 339, 341, 344, 345 
Public Worship.. Ps. 27, 42, 48, 84,95, 100, 122, 

141, 150. H. 136—140, 164, 185, 251,253, 

268, 270. 356, 357, 361 
Queen (Prayer for the). . Ps. 20, 21. H. 360 
Schools. . Ps. 78, 119(p 2.) H. 142, 191—193 
Seasons of the Year. . Ps. 34, 65, 1 19(4.) H. 12— 
17, 65, 73, 209—211. 



PSALMS OF DAVID. 



PSALM 1. c. M. 

D\fference between the rig/Ueoue and the wicked. 

ST. 8TKPRBN*8. — ABRIDGE. — ST. DAVID's. 

How blest is he who ne'er consents 

By ill advice to walk ; 
Nor stands in sinners* ways, nor sits 

Where men profanely talk. 

But makes the perfect law of God 

His business and delight ; 
Devoutly hears or reads by day, 

And meditates by night. 

Like some fair tree, which fed by streams, 

With timely fruit does bend, 
He still shall flourish, and success 

All his designs attend. 

Ungodly men and their attempts 

No lasting root shall find ; 
Untimely blasted, and dispersed 

Like chaff before the wmd. 

For God approves the just man's ways. 

To happiness they tend ; 
But tinners, and the paths they tread» 

Sha)} both in ruin end. 
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PSALM 2. CM. 

The Sovereignty of Christ. 
ST. Ann's. — London. — irish. 

With restless and ungoverned rage. 
Why do the wicked storm ? 

Why in such rash attempts engage, 
As they can ne'er perform ? 

The great in council and in might, 
Their various forces bring ; 

Against the Lord they all unite, 
And his anointed King. 

But God, who sits enthron'd on high, 
And sees how they combine, 

Does their conspiring strength defy. 
And mocks their vain design. 

Learn then, ye princes ; and give ear. 
Ye judges of the earth ; 

Worship the Lord with holy fear. 
Rejoice with awful mirth. 

I Approach the Son with due respect. 

Your timely homage pay ; 
Lest he revenge the bold neglect, 
Incens'd by your delay. 



PSALM 4. c. M. 

Tlie favour of God man's only defence. 
ST. Ann's. — st. david's. — London. 
O Lord that art the righteous judge. 
To my complaint give ear ; 
/ Thou still redeem'st me from distress ; 

Have mercy, Lprd, and hear. 



PSALMS. f) 

Wliile worldly minds impatient grow, 

More prosperous times to see, 
Still let the glories of tliy face 
I Shine brightly, Lord, on me. ' 

I So shall my heart overflow with joy, 

> More lasting and more true, 

' Than theirs, who stores of corn and wine, 

j Successively renew. 

Then down in peace I'll lay my head. 

And take my needful rest ; 
No other guard, O Lord, I crave, 

Of thy defence possest. 

PSALM 5. c. M. 

Faith and supplication. 

DEVIZES. — IRISH. — BEDFORD. 

Lord, hear the voice of my complaint ; 

Accept my secret prayer ; 
To thee alone, my King, my God, 

Will I for help repair. 

Thou in the mom my voice shalt hear, 

And with the dawning day. 
To thee devoutly I'll look up. 

To thee devoutly pray. 

Conduct me by thy righteous laws, 

For watchful is my foe ; 
Therefore, O Lord, make plain the way 

Wherein I ought to go. 

To righteous men the righteous Lord 

His blessing will extend ; 
And with his favour all his saints, 

As with a shieMj defend. 

Ji 2 



4 PSALMS. 

PSALM 9. c. M. 

Praise for God*s goodness. 

ABINGDON. WII.TSHIRE ST. STEPHEN'S. 

To celebrate thy praise, O Lord, 

1 would my heart prepare ; 
To all the listening world thy works, 

Thy wondrous works declare. 

The thought of them shall to my soul 

Exalted pleasure bring ; 
Whilst to thy name, O thou most high. 

Triumphant praise I sing. 

God is a constant sure defence 

Against oppressing rage ; 
As troubles rise, his needful aids 

In our behalf engage. 

All those who have his goodness proved. 

Will in his truth confide ; 
Whose mercy ne'er forsook the man 

That on his help relied. 

Sing praises, therefore, to the Lord, 

From Sion, his abode ; 
Proclaim his deeds, till all the world 

Confess no other God. 

PSALM 11. c. M. 

Confidence in God. 

ST. DAVID*8. ST. ANN*S. — ABRIDGE. 

Since I have! plac'd my trust in God, 

A refuge always nigh, 
Why should I, like a timVous bird. 
To distant mountains fly. 



PSALMS. 5 



e Lord Bath both a temple here, 
And righteous throne above, 
lence he surveys the sons of men, 
And how their counsels move. 

God, the righteous whom he loves, 
For trial does correct ; 
lat must the sons of violence. 
Whom he abhors, expect ? 

ares, fire and brimstone on their heads 
Shall in one tempest shower ; 
lis dreadful mixture his revenge 
Into their cup shall pour. 

le righteous Lord will righteous deeds 
With signal favour grace ; 
id to tlie upright man disclose 
The brightness of his face. 

PSALM 13. c. M. 

Believers in affliction, 

IRISH. BEDFORD. ST. ANN's. 

yw long wilt thou forget me. Lord ; 
Must I for ever mourn ? 
ow long wilt thou withdraw from me, 
Oh ! never to return ? 

ow long shall anxious thoughts my soul. 
And grief my heart oppress ? 
ow long mine enemies insult. 
And 1 have no redress ? 

hear, and to my longing eyes 
Restore thy wonted light ; 
nd suddenly, or I shall sleep 
In everlasting night. 

b3 
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G PSALMS. 

Since I liave always placed my trust 

Beneath thy mercy's wing, 
Thy saving health will come, and then 

My heart with joy shall spring. 

Then shall my song, with praise inspired. 

To thee, my God, ascend ; 
Who to thy servant in distress 

Such bounty didst extend. 

PSALM 16. c. M. 

Praise for National mercies. 

DEVIZES. CAMBRIDGE. ST. STEPHEN'S. 

Let Heathens to their idols haste. 
And worship wood or stone ; 

But my delightful lot is cast 
Where the true God is known. 

In this enlightened pleasant land, 

My happy portion lies ; 
Where nature's ever bounteous hand 

All human wants supplies. 

Therefore my soul shall bless the Lord, 
Whose precepts give me light ; 

And consolation still afibrd 
In sorrow's dismal night. 

Yea, hence my heart all grief defies, 

My glory does rejoice ; 
My flesh shall rest in hope to rise, 

Wak'd by his powerful voice. 

For he will show the way to life, 

Where there is joy in store ; 
And where, at his right hand there are 
Pleasures for evermore. 



PSALMS. ; 

PSALM 17. s. M. 

Fanity qflife. 

CARLISUt.-— 8HIRLAND. — MOUNT KPHRAIM. 

Arise my gracious God, 
And make the wickedf flee, 
For they are but thy chastening rod, 
To drive thy saints to thee. 

Behold the sinner dies ; 
His haughty words are vain ; 
Here in this life his pleasure lies, 
And all beyond is pain. 

Then let his pride advance. 
And boast of all his store ; 
The Lord is my inheritance. 
My soul can wish no more. 

Let me behold the face 
Of my forgiving God ; 
And stand complete in lighteousness, 
Wash'd in my Saviour's blood. 

PSALM 19. c. M. 

The glory of Godf as displayed in the works of creation. 

BT. Stephen's. — devizes. — Cambridge. 

Part First. 

The Heavens declare thy glory. Lord, 

Which that alone can fill ; 
The firmament and stars express 

Their great Creator's skill. 

The dawn of each returning day 
Fresh beams of knowledge brings ; 

And from the dark returns of i\\gV\l 
Divine instruction springs. 
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Their powerful language to no realm 

Or region is confin'd ; 
'Tis nature's voice, and understood 

Alike by all mankind. 

Their doctrine does its sacred sense 
Thro' earth's extent display ; 

Whose bright contents the circling sun 
Does round the world convey. 

From east to west, from west to east, 

His restless course he goes ; 
And, through his progress, cheerful light, 

And vital warmth bestows. 

Part Second, c. m. 
The glory qf God, as displayed in Holy Scripture, 

HOWARD. MARTYRDOM. — BEDFORD. 

God's perfect Law converts the soul. 

Reclaims from false desires ; 
With sacred wisdom his sure word 

The ignorant inspires. 

The statutes of the Lord are just. 

And bring sincere delight ; 
His pure commands, in search of truth. 

Assist the feeblest sight. 

Of more esteem than golden mines. 

Or gold refined with skill ; 
More sweet than honey, or the drops 

That from the comb distil. 

My trusty counsellors they are. 

And friendly warnings give ; 
Divine rewards attend on those 

Who by thy precepts live. 
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PSALKS. 

PSALM 20, c. M. 

A fray erf w the King, 

CAMBRIDGE. — ^WILTSHIRS. — OXFORD. 

O Lord, to our request attend, 

And hear us in distress ; 
The name of Jacob's God defend, 

And grant our arms success. 

To thy salvation, Lord, for aid. 

We cheerfully repair; 
With banners in thy name displayed 

" O Lord, accept our pray'r." 

Our hopes are fix*d that now the Lord 

Our sovereign will defend, 
From heav*n resistless aid afford, 

And to our pray'r attend. 

Some trust in steeds for war designed, 

On chariots some rely ; 
Against them all we'll call to mind 

The pow'r of God most high. 

Still save us, Lord, and still proceed 
Our rightful cause to bless ; 

Hear, King of heav'n, in times of need, 
The pray'rs that we address. 

PSALM 21. c. M. 

Praise for National Deliverance, 
8T. Stephen's. — Cambridge. — devizes. 
Thk king, O Lord, with songs of praise 

Shall in thy strength rejoice ; 
With thy salvation crown'd, shall raise 
To heaven his cAeerful voice. 
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lb PSALMS. 

Thy goodness and thy tender care 

Have all his hopes outgone ; 
A crown of gold thou mad'st him wear, 

And sett'st it firmly on. 

Thy sure defence through nations round 
Has spread his glorious name ; 

And his successful actions crown'd 
With majesty and fame. 

Eternal blessings thou bestow'st, 
And mak'st his joys increase ; 

Whilst thou to him unclouded show'st 
The brightness of thy face. 

Stilly Lord, thy wondrous strength disclose. 

And thus exalt thy fame ; 
Whilst we glad songs of praise compose 

To thy Almighty Name. 

PSALM 22. L. M. 

TJie good Shepherd giving his life for the sheep, 

OLD HUNDRED. CHELMSFO RD. ROCKINGHAM. 

Now let our mournful songs record 
The sorrows of our dying Lord, 
When he complained in tears and blood, 
Like one forsaken of his God. 

The Jews beheld him thus forlorn. 
And shook their heads, and laughed in scorn ; 
"He rescued others from the grave, 
Now let him try himself to save 1 

Behold the man, who did pretend 
God was his father and his friend ; 
If God the blessed lov'd him so, 
f^^y doth he fail to help him now ?" 



PSALMS. 11 

hardened people, cruel priests ! 

How they stood round like savage beasts ; 

Like lions gaping to devour, 

When God hath put him in their power. 

They wound his head, his hands, his feet. 
Till streams of blood each other meet ; 
By lot his garment they divide. 
And mock the pangs in which he died ! 

But God, his father, heard his cry ; 
Rais'd from the dead, he reigns on high : 
The nations learn his righteousness, 
And humble sinners taste his grace. 

PSALM 2B. c. M. 

Confidence in Christ, 

DEVIZES. ABRIDGE. SHEPHERD. 

The Lord himself, the mighty Lord, 

Vouchsafes to be my guide ; 
The shepherd, by whose constant care. 

My wants are all supplied. 

In tender grass he makes me feed, 

And gently there repose ; 
Then leads me to cool shades, and where 

Refreshing water flows. 

He does my wand'ring soul reclaim, 

And, to his endless praise. 
Instruct with humble zeal to walk 

In his most righteous ways. 

1 pass the gloomy vale of death. 

From fear and danger free ; 
For there his aiding rod and staff 
Defend and comfort me. 
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IK 

Since God does thus his wondrous loTe 
Through all my life extend, 

That life to him I will devote, 
And in his temple 8{>end. 

PSALM 24. o. M. 

Jteiurrectton and glory tf CkruU 

cambridge. — universxtt. — st. stsphkn^s. 

Part First. 

Lift up your heads, eternal gates ! 

Lift up to entertain 
The King of glory : see ! he comes 

With his celestial train. 

Who is the King of glory ? who ? 

The Lord for strength renown'd, 
Ld battle mighty ; o'er his foes 

Eternal victor crown'd. 

Lift up your heads, eternal gates ! 

Lift up, to entertain 
The King of glory : seel he comes 

With all his shining tram. 

Who is the King of glory ? who ? 

The Lord of hosts renown*d ! 
Th* ascending Saviour ! he is King, 

Who is with glory crown'd. 

1 

'I Part Second. 

: H 

The spacious earth is all the Lord's, 

The Lord's her fulness is ; 
The world, and they that dwell therein. 
By sovereign right are his. 



PSALH8. 18 

He fram'd and fix'd it on the seas, 

And his Almighty hand 
Upon inconstant floods has made 

The stable fabric stand. 

But for himself, the Lord of all 

One chosen seat designed : 
O, who shall to that sacred hill 

Desir'd admittance find ? 

The man, whose hands and heart are pure 
Whose thoughts from pride are free ; 

Who honest poverty prefers, 
To gainful perjury. 

This, this is he, on whom the Lord 
Shall show'r his blessings down ; 

Whom God his Saviour shall vouchsafe 
With righteousness to crown. 

PSALM 25. c. M. 

Prayer for grace and guidance, 

ST. DAVID'S. — MARTYRDOM. — IRISH. 

To thee, O Lord, we lift our souls. 

To thee for safety flee ; 
Let not OUT foes confound our hopes^ 

Repos'd alone on thee. 

When on the guilt of former years 

Our thoughts revolving turn. 
The sorrows of our hearts enlarge. 

Our troubled spirits mourn. 

But grace and mercy reign with thee. 

Surpassing every sin ; 
Mercy to pardon all without, 

And grace to cleanse within. 
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Forgive our numerous sins, O God ; 

The sins of age and youth ; 
Reveal thy ways, and teach thy paths. 

And guide us in thy truth. 

Our anxious eyes and fervent souls 

Are fixed on thee, O Lord ; 
Let not thine Israel plead in vain, 

Nor trust in vain tiiy word. 

PSALM 27. c. M. 

God the father and friend of his people, 

UN I VER8ITT. ABINGDON. ^DEVIZES. 

The Lord of glory is my light, 

And my salvation too ; 
God is my strength, nor will I fear 

What mortal flesh can do. 

One privilege my heart desires, 

O grant me an abode. 
Among the churches of thy saints. 

The temples of my God. 

There will I offer my requests. 

And see thy glory still ; 
Will hear thy messages of love, 

And learn thy holy will. 

Should friends and kindred, near and des 

Leave me to want or die ; 
My God would make my life his care, 

And all my need supply. 

Wait then on God ye trembling saints. 

And keep your courage up ; 
He'll raise your spirit when it faints. 
And elevate your hope. 



PSALMS. 1 

PSALM 30. c. M. 

Thanksgivingj on recovery from sickness, 
ST. Stephen's. — Howard. — st. david's. 
I'll celebrate thy praises, Lord, 
Who didst thy pow'r employ. 
To raise my drooping head, and check 
My foes' insulting joy. 

Li my distress I cried to thee, 

Who kindly didst relieve. 
And from the grave's expecting jaws 

My hopeless life retrieve. 

Thus to his courts, ye saints of his, 

With songs of praise repair ; 
With me commemorate his truth, 

And providential care. 

His wrath hath but a moment's reign, 

His favour no decay ; 
Your night of grief is recompens'd 

With joy's returning day. 

PSALM 32. s. M. 

The blessedness of the penitent. 

SHIRLAND. — CARLISLE. — MOUNT EPHRAIM. 

O blessed souls are they 
Whose sin8 are cover'd o'er ; 
Divinely blest to whom the Lord 
Imputes their guilt no more. 

They mourn their follies past. 
They keep their hearts with care ; 
Their lips and lives without deceit, 
Shal] prove their faith sincere. 
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While I conceaVd my guilt, 
I felt the fest*ring wound ; 
But I confessed my sins to tliee, 
And ready pardon found. 

Let sinners learn to pray ; 
Let saints keep near the throne ; 
Our help in times of deep distress, 
Is found in God alone. 

PSALM 33. 0. M. 

Jwf in God*9 truth, 

ABINGDON.-— CAMBRIDGE . — OXFORD. 

Let all the just to God with joy, 
Their cheerful voices raise ; 

For well the righteous it becomes, 
To sing glad songs of praise. 

By his Almighty Word at first, 
The heav'nly arch was rear*d ; 

And all the beauteous hosts of light 
At his command appear'd. 

Whatever the mighty Lord decrees 

Shall stand for ever sure ; 
The settled purpose of his heart 

To ages shall endure. 

How happy then are they, to whom 
The Lord for God is known ; 

Whom he, from all the world besides. 
Has chosen for his own ! 

Our souls on God with patience wait. 

Our help and shield is he ; 
Then, Lord, let still our hearts rejoice, 
Because we trust in thee. 



PSALMS. 17 

PSALM 34. c. M. 

God a sure refugt, 

WILTSHIRE. — CAMBRIDGE. — UNIVERSITY. 

Through all the changing scenes of life, 

In trouble and in joy, 
The praises of my God shall still 

My heart and tongue employ. 

Of his deliverance I will boast. 

Till all that are distrest, 
From my example comfort take. 

And charm their griefs to rest. 

O magnify the Lord with me, 

With me exalt his Name; 
When in distress to him I call'd 

He to my rescue came. 

O make but trial of his love, 

Experience will decide. 
How bless*d are they, and only they, 

Who in his truth confide. 

Fear him, ye saints, and you will then 

Have nothing else to fear ; 
Make you his service your delight, 

Your wants shall be his care. 

PSALM 36. c. M. 

Trust in God, 

ST. STEPHEN'S. — UNIVERSITY. — RICHMOND. 

Above the heaven's created rounds 

Thy mercies, Lord, extend; 
Thy truth outlives the narrow bouivds> 

Where time and nature end. 
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From thee, when creature-streams run low, 

x\nd mortal comforts die. 
Perpetual springs of life shall flow, 

And raise our pleasures high. 

Though all created light decay, 

And death close up our eyes, 
Thy presence makes eternal day 

Where clouds can never rise. 

PSALM 37. c. M. 

The Believer's Security. 
ST. Ann's. — st. david's. — Bedford. 
Why should I vex my soul, and fret 

To see the wicked rise ? 
Or envy sinners waxing great 
By violence and lies ? 

As flow'ry grass cut down at noon 

Before the evening fades, 
So shall their glory vanish soon. 

In everlasting shades. 

The haughty sinner have I seen, 

Not fearing man nor God ; 
Like princely laurel fair and green, 

Spreading his arms abroad. 

And lo ! he vanished from the ground, 

Destroyed by hands unseen ; 
Nor root nor branch, nor leaf was found, 

Where all that pride had been. 

But mark the man of righteousness. 

And to his life attend ; 
True pleasure runs through all his ways, 
And peaceful is his end. 
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PSALM 39. c. M. 

The shortness' and frailty of human life. 

WINDSOR. MARTYRDOM. — IRISH. 

Man, like a shadow, vainly walks, 
With fruitless cares oppress' d ; 

He heaps up wealth, but cannot tell 
By whom 'twill be possessed. 

Why then should I on worthless toys 

With anxious care attend ? 
On thee alone, my steadfast hope 

Shall ever, Lord, depend. 

Lord ! hear my cry ; accept my tears ; 

And listen to my prayer ; 
Who sojourn like a stranger here 

As all my fathers were. 

spare me yet a little time ; 
My wasted strength restore; 

Before I vanish quite from hence, 
And am beheld no more. 

PSALM 40. c. M. 

A Psalm qf Thanksgiving, 

ST. DAVID*S. ST. STEPHEN'S. — WILTSHIRE. 

1 waited long, and sought the Lord, 

And patiently did bear ; 
At length he did to me accord. 
My voice and cry to hear. 

He brought me from the dreadful pit 

Out of the mire and clay ; 
Upon a rock he set my feet. 

And guided all my way. 
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To me he taught a psalm of praise, 
Which I must show abroad ; 

And sing new songs of thanks always 
Unto the Lord our God. 
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PSALM 41. c. M. 

The blessedness of the man that considereth the poor. 
8T. Stephen's — st. james's — university. 

Happy the' man, whose tender care 

Relieves the poor distrest ; 
When he's by trouble compass' d round, 

The Lord shall give him rest. 

If he in languishing estate. 

Oppressed with sickness lie. 
The Lord will easy make his bed, 

And inward strength supply. 

The Lord his life with blessings crown'd 

In safety shall prolong ; 
And disappoint the will of those 

Who seek to do him wrong. 

Let therefore Israel's Lord and God 

From age to age be bless'd ; 
And all the people's glad applause 

With loud Amens express'd. 

PSALM 42. c. M. 

Thirsting after God. 
8T. Matthew's. — abridge. — st. david's. 
As pants the heart for cooling streams. 

When heated in the chase ; 
So ]ong8 my soul, O God, for thee, 
And thy refreshing grace. 
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For thee, my God, the living God, 
My thirsty soul doth pine : 

when shall I behold thy face, 
Thou Majesty Divine ! 

1 sigh, whene'er my musing thoughts 

Those happy days present, 
When I, with my religious friends. 
Thy temple did frequent. 

But why, O why cast down, my soul ? 

Hope still, and thou shalt sing 
The praise of him who is thy God, 

Thy health's eternal spring. 

PSALM 44. c. M. 

The voice qfthe Church under persecution. 
8T. Stephen's. — university. — Howard. 
O Lord, our fathers oil have told 

In our attentive ears, 
Thy wonders in their days performed, 
And elder times than theirs. 

'Twas not their courage, nor their sword, 

To them salvation gave ; 
*Twas not their numbers, nor their strength 

That did their country save. 

But thy right hand and powerful arm 
Whose succour they implor'd : 

Thy Providence protected those 
Who thy great name ador'd. 

Thee as their God our fathers own'd. 

And thou art still our King ; 
O therefore, as thou didst to them> 

To us deli V 'ranee bring. 
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To thee the glory we'll ascribe, 
From whom salvation came ; 

In God our shield we will rejoice, 
And ever bless his name. 

PSALM 47. c. M. 

The Ascension of our Lord, 

CAMBRIDGE. — ST. STEPHEN'S. — DEVIZES. 

O for a shout of sacred joy, 
To God the Sovereign King ! 

Let all the lands their tongues employ 
And hymns of triumph sing. 

Jesus, our God, ascends on high ! 

His heavenly guards around 
Attend him, rising through the sky, 

With trumpets' joyful sound. 

While angels shout and praise their King, 
Let mortals learn their strains ; 

Let all the earth his honours sing ; 
O'er all the earth he reigns. 

Rehearse his praise with awe profound ; 

Let knowledge lead the song ; 
Nor niock him with a solemn sound 

Upon a thoughtless tongue. 

PSALM 48. s. M. 

God the Defender of His Church. 

CARLISLE. SHIRLAND FALCON ST. 

In Zion God is known ; 
A refuge in distress; 
How bright has his salvation shone 
In all her palaces. 
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When kings against her join'd, 
And saw the Lord was there; 
In wild confusion of the mind, 
They fled with hasty fear. 

Oft have our fathers told, 
Our eyes have often seen, 
How well our God secures the fold 
Where his o¥m sheep have been. 

In every new distress, 
We'll to his house repair; 
We'll think upon his wondrous grace. 
And seek aeliv*rance there. 

The God we worship now 
Will guide us till we die; 
Will be our God while here below. 
And through eternity. 

PSALM 51. s. M. 

Repentance mid Confession. 

MOUNT EPHRAIM. ST. BRIDS'S. CARLISLE. 

Have mercy, Lord, on me. 
As thou wert ever kind; 
Let me oppress'd with loads of guilt. 
Thy wonted mercy find. 

Wash off my foul offence. 
And cleanse me from- my sin; 
For I confess my crime, and see 
How great my guilt has been. 

Blot out my crying sins. 
Nor me in anger view; 
Create in me a heart that's clean, 
An upright mind renew* 
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Withdraw not thou thy help, 
Nor cast me from thy sight; 
Nor let thy Holy Spirit take 
His everlasting flight. 

The joy thy favour gives 
Let me again obtain; 
And thy free Spirit's firm support 
My fainting soul sustain. 

PSALM 53. L. M. 

Man's universal apostacyfrom God. 

OLD HUNDRED. — CHELMSFORD. MKLCOMBE. 

Th' Eternal Monarch, from on high, 
Cast on the sons of men his eye. 
If some among them he might find. 
To truth and righteousness inclin*d. 

He look'd ; — but, ah ! not one he saw. 
Who fear'd his name, who kept his law ; 
Each, led from wisdom's path astray, 
Pursu'd the error of his way. 

He look'd ; — ^but, ah ! not one could see 
Free from the foul apostacy ; 
All to the paths of sin were gone ; 
Not one did good, alas, not one ! 

Eternal Monarch, from on high, 
Look down agam with fav'ring eye ; 
And where our sin and guilt are found. 
There let thy grace much more abound. 

Oh, look ! and to our longing eyes 
Bid thou the wish'd redemption rise : 
So shall our hearts with joy record 
TJw great salvation of the Lord. 
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PSALM 55. c. M. 

Hope in God anudst severe trials, 

ST. ANM*S. — IRISH. — WINDSOR. 

Give ear, thou Judge of all the earth, 

And listen when I pray ; 
Nor from thy humhle suppliant turn 

Thy glorious face away. 

Attend to this my sad complaint, * 

And hear my grievous moans ; 
Whilst 1 my mournful case declare, 

With artless lips and groans. 

My heart is rack'd with pain; my soul 

With deadly firights distress*d ; 
With fear and trembling compass'd round, 

With horror quite oppressed. 

But I will call on God, who still 

Shall to my aid appear ; 
At mom, at noon, at night 1*11 pray, 

And he my voice shall hear. 

PSALM 66. c. M. 

God a sure rrfuge, 

ST. JAMBS'S. — ST. DAVID's. — ST. STEPHEN'S. 

Tll trust God's word, tod so despise 

The force that man can raise; 
To thee, O God, my vows are due, 

To thee 1*11 render praise. 

Ihoa hast retriev'd my soul from death, j 
And thou wilt still secure I 

The life thou hast so oft preserv'd, ^ 

And make my footsteps sure. 

o 
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That thus protected by thy power, 

I may this light enjoy, 
And in the service of my God 

My lengthened days employ. 

PSALM 57. L. M. 

Praise to God, 

ISLINGTON. — JOB. — ^WAREHAM. 

(XGod my heart is fix'd, is bent, 
Its thankful tribute to present; 

And with my heart my voice I'll raise, 
To thee, my God, in songs of praise* 

Awake, my glory ; harp and lute, 
No longer let your strings be mute; 

And I, my tuneful part to take. 
Will with the early dawn awake. 

Thy praises, Lord, I will resound 
To all the list ning nations round; 

Thy mercy highest heav*n transcends, 
Thy truth beyond the clouds extends 

Be thou, O God, exalted high; 

And as tliy glory fills the sky. 
So let it be on earth displayed. 

Till thou art here, as there obey'd. 

PSALM 60. c. M. 

Supplication in time of war or civil discord. 

WINDSOR. ST. ANN'S. ABRIDGE. 

Lord, hast thou cast thy servants off? 

Must we for ever mourn ? 
W/Jt thou retain thy righteous wrath ? 
Shall mercy ne'er return 1 



PSALMS. 27 

The terrors of one frown of thine 

Melt all our strength away; 
Like men that totter drunk with wine, 

We tremble with dismay. 

Our country shakes beneath thy stroke, 
And dreads thy threatening hand : 

heal the kingdom thou hast broke, 
Confirm the wav*ring land. 

Lift up a banner in the field, 
For those who fear thy name : 

save thy servants with thy shield. 
And put our foes to shame. 



PSALM 63. 0. M. 

Believert longing for the house and presence 

rfGod. 

MARTYRDOM. — HOWARD. — UNIVERSITY. 

Early, my God, without delay, 

I haste to seek thy face; 
My thirsty spirit faints away 

Without thy saving grace. 

So pilgnms on the scorching sand. 

Beneath a burning sky. 
Long for a cooling stream at hand. 

And they must drink or die. 

Not all the blessings of a feast 
Can please my soul so well, 

As when thy richer grace I taste. 
And in thy presence dwell. 

c2 
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PSALM 65. L. M. 

PraUe for fruitful seasons, 

DUKB 8T. — NEW SABBATH. — WAREHAM. 

Eternal source of ev*ry joy ! 
Praise shall our hearts and lips employ, 
While in thy temple we appear, 
To crown thee sovereign of the year. 

Wide as the wheels of nature roll, 
Thy hand supports and guides the whoL 
The day is taught by thee to rise, 
The night by thee to veil the skies. 

The clouds, dispos'd at thy command. 
Their fatness drop through every land : 
Her various produce nature yields, 
And plenty smiles o'er all her fields. 

Seasons, and months, and weeks, and da 
Demand successive songs of praise : 
O be the grateful homage paid. 
With morning light and evening shade. 

Here in thy house let incense rise. 
As circling sabbaths bless our eyes ; 
Till to those glorious realms we soar. 
Where days and years revolve no more 

PSALM 67. s. M. 

Prayer for the conversion of the whole world, 

FALCON ST. — SHIRLAND. — HADLEIGH. 

To bless thy chosen race 
In mercy. Lord, incline ; 
And cause the brightness of thy face 
On all thy saints to shine. 
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That so thy wondrous way 
May through the world be known, 
While distant lands their tribute pay 
And thy salvation own. 

Let diff*ring nations join, 
To celebrate thy fame ; 
Let all the world, O Lord, combine 
To praise thy glorious name. 

O let them shout and sing 
With joy and pious mirth, 
For thou the righteous Judge and King, 
Shalt govern all the earth. 

PSALM 68. L. M. 

Ascension qf Christ and gift of the Spirit. 

OLD HUNDRED. — STONEFIBLD. — LUTON. 

Lord, when thou didst ascend on high. 
Ten thousand angels fill'd the sky ; 
Those heavenly guards around thee wait, 
Like chariots that attend thy state. 

Not Sinai's mountain could appear 
More glorious when the Lord was there. 
While he pronounc'd his dreadful law. 
And struck the chosen tribes with awe. 

How bright the triumph none can tell. 
When the rebellious powers of hell. 
Which thousand souls had captive made, 
Were all in chains, like captives, led. 

Rais'd by his Father to the throne, 
He sends the promised Spirit down. 
With gifts of grace for rebel men, 
That God may dwell on earth again. 

c3 
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PSALM 69. L. M. 

For help in distress, 

OLD HUNDRED. — ROCKINGHAM. CHBUISI 

Save me, O God, from waves, that r 
And rush to overwhelm my soul ; 
With painful steps in mire I tread. 
And deluges o'erflow my head. 

With restless cries my spirits faint. 
My voice is hoarse with long complai 
My sight decays with tedious pain, 
Whilst for my God I wait in vain. 

Lord, hear the humble prayer I make 
For thy transcending goodness' sake ; 
Relieve thy suppliant once more. 
From thy abounding mercy's store. 
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PSALM 71. c. M. 

Gratitude and hope, 

IRISH. MARTYRDOSf. ABINGDON. 

In thee I put my steadfast trust, 
Defend me. Lord, from shame ; 

Incline thine ear, and save my soul, 
For righteous is thy name. 

Be thou my strong abiding place 

To which I may resort ; 
'Tis thy decree that keeps me safe ; 

Thou art my rock and fort. 

Thy constant care did safely guard 

My tender infant days ; 
Thou took'st me from my mother's W( 
To sing thy constant praise. 
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Reject not then tliy servant, Lord, 

When I with age decay ; 
Forsake me not, when worn with years, 

My vigour fades away. 

PSALM 74. c. M. 

Past deliverance a pledge of future help, 

ABRIDGE. — WILTSHIRE. — IRISH. 

Think on thy ancient purchase. Lord, 

The land that is thy own, 
Bv thee redeem'd ; and Sion's mounts 

Where once thy glory shone. 

O come and view our ruin'd state ; 

How long our troubles last ! 
See how the foes, with wicked rage, 

Have laid thy temple waste. 

Thy worship wholly to destroy 

Maliciously they aim'd ; 
And all the sacred places bum'd. 

Where we thy praise proclaimed. 

Arise, O God, in our behalf; 

Thy cause and ours maintain ; 
Remember how insulting foes 

Each day thy name profane. 

PSALM 78. c. M. 

Instruction of youth our duty, 

WILTSHIRE. — DEVIZKS. ST. STEPHEN'S. 

Let children hear the mighty deeds. 
Which God perform'd of old ; 

Which in our younger years we aaw^ 
And which our fathers told. 
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He bids us make his glories known, 
His works of pow*r and grace ; 

And we'll convey his wonders down 
Through ev'rj rising race. 

Our lips shall tell them to our sons, 
And they again to theirs ; 

That generations yet unborn 
May teach them to their heirs. 

Thus shall they learn in God alone 
Their hope securely stands ; 

That they may ne*er forget his works^ 
But practise his commands. 

PSALM 80. L. M. 

The Church imploring help. 

Ji ISLINGTON. — JOB. — TRURO. 

Lord, when thy vine in Canaan grew^ 
Thou wast its strength and glory too ; 
11 Attack'd in vain by all its foes, 

Till the fair branch of promise rose. 

Fair branch, ordain'd of old to shoot 
From David's rock, from David's root ; 
Himself a nobler vine,' and we 
The lesser branches of the tree. 

*Tis thy own Son ; — and he shall stand. 
Girt with thy strength at thy right hand ; 
Thy first-born Son adorn' d and blest 
With power and grace above the rest. 

O, for his sake, attend our cry, 
Shine on thy churches, lest they die ; 
Turn us to thee^ thy love restote, 
'Tiiat we may sing, and sigh no moTe* 
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PSALM 84. c. M. 

The exeeUettce <ftke SoMCiuarf. 

OXFORD. — BEDFORD. — WILTSHIRE. 

O God of hosts, the mighty Lord, 

How lovely is the place, 
Where thou enthron'd in glory, shew*st 

The brightness of thy face. 

My longing soul faints with desire 

To view thy blest abode ; 
My panting heart and flesh cry out 

For thee, the living God. 

Thrice happy they, whose choice has thee 

Their sure protection made ; 
Who long to tread the sacred ways 

Which to thy dwelling lead. 

All such proceed from strength to strength. 

And still approach more near. 
Till all on Sion's holy mount. 

Before their God appear.. 

For God, who is our sun and shield, 

Will grace and glory give ; 
And no good thing will be withheld 

From them that godly live. 

PSALM 90. c. M. 

The frailty and shortness ofl^fe, 

WINDSOR. — LONDON. — MILAN. 

Thou tumest man, O Lord, to dust, 

Of which he first was made ; 
And when thou speak'st the word return^ ' 

Tis instantly obej'd. 
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Our term of time is sev'nty years, 

An age that few survive ; 
But if, with more than common strength. 

To eighty we arrive ;— 

Yet then our boasted strength decays, 

To sorrow turn'd and pain ; 
So soon the slender thread is cut, 

And we no more remain. 

So teach us the uncertain sum 

Of our short days to mind, 
That to thy wisdom Lord, our hearts 

May ever be inclined. 

PSALM 91. L. M. 

God the protector of the just. 

ISLINGTON. OUKB-STRKET. CHELMSFORD. 

The man, whose refuge is in God, 
Shall find a most secure abode ; 
Shall walk all day beneath his shade, 
And there at night shall rest his head. 

What though a thousand at thy side. 
On thy right hand ten thousand died ? 
Thy God his chosen people saves. 
Amidst the dead, amidst the graves. 

Or if the fire, or plague, or sword. 
Receive commission from the Lord 
To strike his saints among the rest, 
Their very pains and deaths are blest. 

The sword, the pestilence, or fire. 
Shall but fulfil their best desire ; 
From sins and sorrows set them free, 
And bring thy children, Lotd^ to thee. 
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PSALM 92. 0. M. 

Delight in GoePs works. 

CAMBRIDGE. — WILTSHIRE. — ST. STXPHBN'S. 

How good and pleasant must it be 
To thank the Lord most high, 

And with repeated hymns of praise 
His name to magnify ! 

With every morning's early dawn 

His goodness to relate, 
And of his constant truth each night 

The glad effects repeat ! 

How wondrous are thy works, O Lord ! 

How deep are thy decrees ! 
Whose winding tracks, in secret laid, 

No stupid sinner sees. 

He little thinks, when wicked men. 
Like grass, look fresh and gay. 

How soon their short-liv*d splendour must 
For ever pass away. 

Thus will the Lord his justice show ; 

For God, my strong defence. 
Shall due reward to all the world 

Impartially dispense. 

PSALM 94. c. M. 

The blessedness qf God's <xTrecHon and guidance. 

ST. David's, — Howard. — st. jamks'b. 
Blest is the man, whom thou, O Lo: 

In kindness dost chastise ; 
And by thy sacred rules to walk, 

Dost lovingly advise. 
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This man shall rest and sa£ety find, 

In seasons of distress ; 
Whilst God prepares a pit for those, 

That stubbornly transgress. 

For God will never from his saints 

His favour wholly take ; 
His own possession and his lot, 

He will not quite forsake. 

The world shall soon confess thee just, 

In all that thou hast done ; 
And those who choose thy upright paths, 

Shall in those paths go on. 

PSALM 95. L. M. 

Praise and adoration to God, 

OLD HUNDRED— NEW SABBATHS-MORNING HTMN 

O come, loud anthems let us sing. 
Loud thanks to our Almighty King : 
For we our voices high should raise. 
When our salvation's rock we praise. 

O let us to his courts repair. 
And bow with adoration there ; 
Down on our knees devoutly, all 
Before the Lord our maker fall. 

For he's our God, our shepherd he. 
The sheep of his own pasture we : 
Then let us, as his flock, draw near. 
His gospel's sacred truths to hear. 

O let us hear his voice to-day. 
The counsels of his love obey ; 
Nor Jet our hardened hearts provoke, 
Israel, the avenging stroke. 
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Look back, my soul, with holj dread,. 
And view those ancient rebels dead i 
Accept the offer'd grace to-day, 
Nor lose the blessing by delay. 

PSALM 97. L. M. 

The Mqjettjf rf God's kingdom, 

JOB.— CREATION. — ISRAEL. 

The Lord is King ! let earth obey. 
Rejoicing m his righteous sway ; 
Darkness and clouds around him meet; 
Judgment and truth uphold his seat. 

O ye, who love the Saviour's name. 
Hate every work of sin and shame ; 
He keeps his saints, and o*er theif heads- 
The shield of his salvation spreads. 

For all his saints, for them alone. 
The seeds of heavenly light are sown ;. 
Gladness and joy around them rise, 
A harvest rip*ning for the skies. 

Rejoice, ye righteous, in the Lord^ 
The triumphs of his name record r 
With sacred songs Jehovah bless. 
And praise him in his holiness. 

PSALM 100. L. M. 

Exhortation to praise God. 

OLD HUNDRED. — WAREHAM. 

OLD VERSION. 
All people that on earth do dwell. 
Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice : 
Him serve with fear, his praise foith t*J 
Come ye before him^ and rejoice. 
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The Lord, ye know, is God indeed ^ 
Without our aid he did us make ; 
We are his flock, he doth us feed ; 
And for his sheep he doth us take. 

O enter then his gates with praise, 
Approach with joy his courts unto ; 
Praise, laud, and bless his Name alwa} 
For it is seemly so to do. 

For why ? the Lord our God is good ; 
His mercy is for ever sure ; 
His truth at all times firmly stood. 
And shall from age to age endure. 

PSALM 100. L. M. 

OLD HUNDRED.— WAREHAM. 

NEW VERSION. 

With one consent let all the earth 
To God their cheerful voices raise ; 
Glad homage pay with awful mirth. 
And sing before him songs of praise. 

Convinced that he is God alone, 
From whom both we and all proceed; 
We, whom he chooses for his own ; 
The flock that he vouchsafes to feed. 

O enter then his temple gate ; 
Thence to his courts devoutly press ; 
And still your grateful hymns repeat, 
And still his name with praises bless. 

For he's the Lord, supremely good ; 
His mercy is for ever sure ; 
His truth which always firmly stood. 
To endless ages ahaJJ endure. 
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PSALM 103. 0. M. 

Praise to God for hit mereiet, 

CAMBRIDGE. — OXFORD. — MARTYRDOM. 

CoMK let US bless the Lord our God, 
And all his works proclaim ; 

Let all our souls, with all their might, 
Conspire to praise his name. 

Far as the heaven above the earth 

Its lofly arch extends, 
So far his love to sinful man 

Our utmost thought transcends. 

Yea, far as east from west is plac'd 

He all our guilt removes ; 
And spares us, as a father spares 

The children whom he loves. 

O let us then resume the theme. 
And all his works proclaim ; 

Let all our souls, with all their might, 
Conspire to praise his name. 

PSALM 104. p. M. 

Praise for creation and providence. 

HANOVER. 

My soul, praise the Lord, 
Speak good of his name. 
With majesty cloth'd, 
With honour and might ! 
O Lord, let our praises 
Thy greatness proclaim. 
Whose throne is in heaveu 
y^hose robe is tlie light. 
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As curtains, the sky 
Thou spreadest out wide : 
Within the great deep 
Thy chambers retire : 
The clouds are thy chariots, 
On winds thou dost ride : 
Thine angels are spirits, 
Thy ministers, fire. 

How manifold. Lord 
The works thou hast wrought; 
In earth and in heaven. 
Thy glory we see : 
Thy wisdom and riches 
Surpass all our thought : 
Such wisdom as only 
Belongeth to thee. 

By angels in heaven, 
Of ev*ry degree. 
And saints upon earth, 
All praise be addressed, 
(As it has been, now is. 
And always shall be,) 
To God, in Three Persons, 
One God ever blest. 

PSALM 105. c. M. 

Praise to Cod for his wonderful deaUngs to the 
children ofmer^, 

ST. DAVID'S.— ST. STEPHEN'S. — LONDON. 

O render thanks, and bless the Lord ; 

Invoke his sacred name ; 
Acquaint the nations with his deeds ; 
His inatchless deeds pToc\a\m. 
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) his praise in ]ofly hymns, 
won'drous works rehearse ; 
them the theme of your discourse, 
. subject of your verse. 

e in his almighty name, 

le to be ador*d ; 

:t their hearts o'erflow with joy, 

t humbly seek the Lord. 

e the Lord ; his saving strength 
outly still implore ; * 
here he's ever present, seek 
face for evermore. 

PSALM 106. I*. M. 

r to God for hit mercy and loving kindness^ 

lUNDRBD. — WARBHAM. ^DUKE STREET. 

[er thanks to God above, 
untain of eternal love ; 
mercy firm, through ages past, 
ood, and shall for ever last. 

an his mighty deeds express, 
ly vast, but numberless ? 
nortal eloquence can raise 
bute of immortal praise ? 

are they, and only they, 
om thy judgments never stray ; 
now what's right ; not only so, 
vays practise what they know. 

L to me that favour, Lord, 
o thy chosen dost afford : 
thou retum'st to set them {iee> 
salvation visit me* 



I 



PSALM 107. 

to God for preienali 



lad tedemplia 



How are thy servants blest, O Lord ! 

How sure is their defence ! 
Eternal wisdom is their guide, 

Their help, omnipotence. 

In foreign realms, and lands remote, 

Supported by thy care. 
Through burning climes they pass unl 

And breathe the tainted air. 

When, by tlie dreadful tempest borne, 

High on the broken wave, 
They find thee neitlier alow to hear. 

Nor impotent to save. 

The storm is laid, the winds retire. 

Obedient to thy will ; 
The sea which roars at thy command. 

At thy command is still. 

In midst of dangers, fears, and death, 

May we thy name adore ; 
And praise thee for thy mercies past. 

And trust thy grace for more. 

Grant that our life, while life remaina 

Thy sacrifice may be ; 
That death, when death shall be our 1 
^^yjoia OUT souls to tliee. 
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PSALM 108. c. M. 

God magnified for his goodness. 

ABINGDON. — HOWARD. — UNIVERSITY. 

O God, my heart is fully bent, 

To magnify thy name ; 
My tongue with cheerfiil songs of praise. 

Shall celebrate thy fame. 

To all the listening tribes, O Lord, 

Thy wonders I will tell ; 
And to those nations sinff thy praise 

That round about us dwell. 

Because thy mercy's boundless height 
The highest heav'n transcends ; 

And far beyond th* aspiring clouds 
Thy faithfid truth extends. 

Be thou, O Lord, exalted high 

Above the starry frame ; 
And let the world with one consent 

Confess thy glorious name. 

PSALM 111. L. M. 

Praise to God for his greatness, 

OLD HUNDRED. — ST. GEORGE's. — TRURO. 

Praise ye the Lord ; our God to praise. 
My soul her utmost pow'r shall raise ; 
With private friends, and in the throng 
Of saints, his praise shall be my song. 

His works for greatness though renown'd. 
His wondrous works with ease are foundj 
By those who seek for them atigbt, ^ 

And in the pious search delig\\t. 
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By precept he has us enjoin'd 

To keep his wondrous works in mind ; 

And to posterity record, 

That good and gracious is our Lord. 

Who wisdom's sacred prize would win, 
Must with the fear of God begin ; 
Immortal praise, and heavenly skill 
They have, who know and do his will. 



PSALM 112. L. M. 

TJie reward of godliness, 
ST. Wilfrid's. — chelmsford. — oukb street. 

That man is blest who fears the Lord, 
Loves his commands, and trusts his word ; 
Honour and peace his days attend, 
And blessings to his seed descend. 

The soul that's filled with heav'nly light 
Shines brightest in affliction's night ; 
Compassion dwells within his mind. 
His justice flows to all mankind. 

His liberal favours he extends. 
To some he gives, to others lends ; 
And what his charity impairs, 
He saves by prudence in affairs. 

Though dangers threaten him around, 
mnov'd shall he maintain his ground ; 
sweet remembrance of the just, 
Nourish when he sleeps *\tv d\x«\,. 
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PSALM 116. c. M. 

Praite to God for hit mercies, 
DEVIZS8. — ST. Stephen's. — st. david's. 
f Y soul with grateful thoughts of love 
Entirely is possest ; 
lecause Uie Lord vouchsaf d to hear 
The voice of my request. 

iince he has now his ear inclin'd, 

I never will despair ; 
lut still, in all the straits of life. 

To him address my pray'r. 

[ow just and merciful is God ! 

How gpracious is the Lord, 
ITho saves the helpless, and to me 

Did timely aid afford ! 

"hen, free from anxious cares, my soul 

Resume thy wonted rest ; 
or God has wondrously to thee 

His bounteous love expressed. 

PSALM 117. L. M. 

Exhortation to universal praise. 

DENBIGH. OLD HUNDRED. — NEW SABBATH. 

'rom all that dwell below the skies, 
let the Creator*s praise arise ; 
let the Redeemer's name be sui^, 
'hrough every land, by every tongue. 

Itemal are thy mercies, Lord ; 

itemal truth attends thy word ; 

^hy praise shall sound &om shore tjo^kVvoxe^ 

^ill 511175 shall rise and set no mote. 
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Praise God from whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise him, all creatures here below : 
Praise him above, ye heavenly host, 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

PSALM 119. c. M. 

Part First. 

The blessedness of the obedient, 

ST. David's.— OXFORD. — st. james's. 

How blest are they who always keep 

The pure and perfect way ; 
"Who never from the sacred paths 

Of God's commandments stray ! 

Such men their utmost caution use. 
To shun each wicked deed ; 

But in the path which he directs 
With constant care proceed. 

Thou strictly hast enjoin'd us. Lord, 

To learn thy sacred will ; 
And all our diligence employ. 

Thy statutes to fulfil. 

Grant, Lord, that thy most holy will 
May o'er my ways preside ; 

And I, the course of all my life 
By thy direction guide. 

"f Then with assurance shall I walk, 

From all confusion free ; 
iFJnc'd with joy, that all my ways 
Titb thy commands agree. 
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Part Second, c. m. 
God's word the sure guide qfyomth, 

LONDON. — OXFORD. — ST. ANM'b. 

How shall the young preserve their ways 

From all pollution free ? 
By making still their course of life 

With tliy commands agree. 

With hearty zeal for thee I seek, 

To thee for succour pray ; 
O suffer not my careless steps 

From thy right paths to stray. 

Safe in my heart, and closely hid, 
Thy word, my treasure, lies ; 

To succour me with timely aid, 
When sinful thoughts arise. 

Secured by that, my grateful soul 

Shall ever bless thy name ; 
O teach me tlien by tiiy just laws, 

My Aiture life to frame. 

Part Third, c. m. 
Sanctified qffliction a blessing, 

HOWARD. SHEPHERD. UNIVERSITY. 

With 'me, thy servant, thou hast dealt 

Most graciously, O Lord ; 
Repeated benefits bestow'd. 

According to thy word. 

Before affliction stopped my course. 

My footsteps went astray; 
But I have since been discipUiv*d 

Thy precepts to obey. 
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Thou art, O Lord, supremely good. 

And all thou dost is so; 
On me thy statutes to discern, 

Thy saving skill bestow. 

'Tis good for me that I have felt 
Affliction's chastening rod, 

That I might duly learn and keep 
The statutes of my God. 



Part Fourth, c. m. 
God^s word unchangeable, 

BEDFORD. — UNIVERSITY. — DEVIZES. 

For ever, and for ever. Lord, 
Unchanged thou dost remain ; 

Thy word, established in the heav'ns. 
Does all their orbs sustain. 

Through circling ages. Lord, thy truth 

Immoveable shall stand, 
As doth the earth, which thou uphold'st 

By thy Almighty hand. 

All things the course by thee ordain'd, 

£*en to this day fulfil ; 
They are thy faithful subjects all, 

And servants of thy will. 

I*ve seen an end of what we call 

Perfection here below ; 
But thy commandments, like thyself. 
No change or period know. 
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Part Fifth, c. m. 
God^s word a light. 

ABINGDON. — SOUTHWEALD. — ST. DAVID'S. 

Thy word is to my feet a lamp, 

The way of trudi to show ; 
A cheering light to mark the path 

Wherein I ought to go. 

When I with grief am so oppressed 

That I can bear no more ; 
According to thy word, do thou 

My fainting soul restore. 

O let my sacrifice of praise 

With thee acceptance find ; 
And in thy righteous judgments, Lord, 

Instruct my willing mind. 

Thy testimonies I have made 

My heritage and choice ; 
For diey, when other comforts fail. 

My drooping heart rejoice. 

Part Sixth, c. m. 
Believers trusting in God, 

SHBPHERD. — SOUTHWEALD. — RICHMOND. 

Great peace and rest shall all such have, 

As do thy statutes love ; 
No danger shall their quiet state 

Impair or once remove. 

My tongue the praises of thy word 

Shall thankfidly resound ; 
Because thy promises are all 

With truth and justice crowrfd. 
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To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

The God whom we adore, 
Be glory, as it was is now. 

And shall be evermore. 

PSALM 121. c. M. 

God the guardian qfhis saints. 

WARWICK. — HOWARD. — SOUTHWKALO. 

To Sion's hill I lift my eyes. 

From thence expecting aid ; 
From Sion's hill, and Sion's God, 

Who heav'n and earth has made. 

Then thou, my soul, in safety rest, 

Thy guardian will not sleep ; 
His watchful care that Israel guards. 

Will thee from danger keep. 

From common accidents of life 
His care shall guard thee still ; 

From the blind strokes of chance, and foes 
That lie in wait to kill. 

At home, abroad, in peace, in war, 

Thy God shall thee defend ; 
Conduct thee through life's pilgrimage. 

Safe to thy journey's end. 

PSALM 122. c. M. 

Love to the hotise rf God. 

RICHMOND. — ST. STEPUEN'S.-^NEEDWOOD FOREST. 

How did my heart rejoice to hear 

My friends devoutly say, 
^^ In Zion let us all appear, 
And keep the solemu da^ I" 
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Up to her courts with joys unknown, 

The holy tribes repair; 
Where David's Son his sceptre sways, 

And sits in judgment there. 

He hears our praises and complaints, 

And, while his awful voice 
Divides the sinners from the saints, 

We tremble and rejoice. 

Peace be within this sacred place. 

And joy, a constant guest ! 
With holy gifts, and heavenly grace, 

Be her attendants blest. 

PSALM 127. c. M. 

Success and prosperity from God, 

ST. DAVID'S.— DKVIZE8. — BEDFORD. 

In vain we build, unless the Lord 

The fabric still sustain ; 
Unless the Lord the city keep, 

The watchman wakes in vain : 

In vain we rise before the day. 

And late to rest repair. 
Allow no respite to our toil. 

And eat the bread of care. 

But, if we trust our Father's love. 

And in his ways delight. 
He will vouchsafe us food by day. 

And quiet sleep by night. 

Then children, relatives, and friends, 

Shall real blessings prove ; 
And all the earthly joys he sends 

Be crown'd with heavenly love. 

J>2 
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PSALM 128. 0. M. 

Family duties and blessings. 

CAMBRIDGE. — DBVI2ES. — SHEPHERD. 

O happy man, whose soul is filled 
With zeal and rev'rend awe ! 

Whose lips to God their honours yield. 
Whose life adorns the law. 

A watchful providence shall stand, 
And ever guard his head ; 

Shall on the labours of his hand 
Unceasing blessings shed. 

His wife shall be a fruitful vine ; 

His children round his board, 
Each, like a plant of honour, shine. 

And learn to fear the Lord. 

This is the man whose happy eyes 
Shall see his house increase ; 

Shall see the sinking church arise. 
Then leave the world in peace. 

PSALM 130. B. M. 

Assurance in God's mtrey, 

CARLISLE. — MOUNT EPHRAIM. — HADLEI6B. 

From lowest depths of woe 
To God I send^my cry ; 
Lord hear my supplicating voice. 
And graciously reply . 

Should*st thou severely judge. 
Who could the trial bear ? 
But thou forgiv'st, lest we despond. 
And quite renounce t\\y feat. 
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My soul witli patience waits 
For thee, the living Lord ; 
My hopes are on thy promise built, 
Thy never fiuling word. 

Let Israel trust in God, 
No bounds his mercy knows ; 
The plenteous source and spring from whence 
Eternal succour flows. 

Whose friendly streams to us 
Supplies in want convey ; 
A healing sprii^, a spring to cleanse. 
And wash our guilt away. 



PSALM 131. c. M. 

HumiUty, 

8T. AMN's.^-UNIVBRSITY. — MARTYRDOM. 

Let me not, Lord, be proud of heart. 
Nor haughty be mine eye ; 

Nor let me daring thoughts employ, 
In things for me too high. 

With infant-like simplicity. 

My spirit be possest; 
Composed to quiet, like a babe 

When weaned horn the breast. 

With me let all confide in God, 

His aid alone implore ; 
Both now, and ever, trust in him^ 

Who lives for evermore. 

d3 
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PSALM 133. p. M. 

Brotherly love, 

PROPER. — GROVE. 

How beautiful the sight 

Of brethren, who agree 

In friendship to unite, 

In bonds of charity ! 
'Tis like the precious ointment shed 
O'er all his robes, from Aaron's head. 

'Tis like the dew that fills 

ITie cups of Hermon's flow'rs ; 

On Zion's fruitful hills, 

Bright with the heav'nly show*rs ; 
When mingling odours breathe around, 
Thy glory rests on all the ground. 

For there the Lord commands 

Blessings, a boundless store. 

From his unsparing hands, 

Yea, life for evermore ! 
Thrice happy they, who meet above. 
To spend eternity in love. 

PSALM 136. p. M. 

Praue to God for creation, 

PROPER. — GROVE. 

To God, the Almighty Lord, 
Your joyful thanks repeat; 
To him due praise afford, 
As good as he is great. 
For God does prove our constant friend ; 
Hjs boundless love shall ne\et eivd* 
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By his Almighty hand 
Amazing works are wrought : 
The heavens by his command 
Were to perfection brought. 

For God does prove &c. 

He spread the ocean round 
About the spacious land ; 
And made the rising ground 
Above the waters stand. 

For God does prove &c. 

He in our depth of woes, 
On us with favour thought ; 
And from our cruel foes 
In peace and safety brought. 

For God does prove &c. 

He does the food supply, 

By which all creatures live ; 

To God who reigns on high. 

Eternal praises give. 
For God does prove our constant friend ; 
His boundless love shall never end. 

PSALM 139. L. M. 

The omnUcienee and ommpretence qf Ood, 

ROCKINGHAM.— CHELMSFORD. — BT. WILFBID'S. 

Thou Lord, by strictest search hast known 
My rising up, and lying down ; 
My secret thoughts are known to thee, 
Known long before conceiv'd by me. 

Thine eye my bed and path surveys. 
My public haunts and private ways ; 
Thou know*stwhat 'tis my lipsYro\]\A.Neo&) 
lAy yet unatter'd words* intent. 
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To God alone I look ; 
Thou, Lord, my refuge art; 
My portion in the land of life, 
Till life itself depart. 

Reduc'd to greatest straits 
To thee I make my moan ; 
O save me &om my treach'rous foes, 
For me too powerful grown. 

That I may praise thy name. 
My soul from prison bring, 
Whilst of thy kind regard to me 
Assembled saints shall sing. 

PSALM 14A. c. K. 

Good soldiers qf Jesus Christ sure qf victory. 

ABINGDON.— GAMBRIDOB. — ^IPSWICH. 

For ever blessed be the Lord, 

My Saviour and my shield ; 
He sends his spirit with his word 

To arm me for the field. 

When sin and hell their force unite. 
He makes my soul his care ; 

Instructs me to the heavenly fight, 
And guards me through die war. 

A firiend and helper, so divine. 
Doth my weak courage raise ; 

He makes the glorious victory mine. 
And his shall be the praise. 

Glory to thee, blest three in one, 

The God whom we adore ; 
As was, and is, and shall be donote^ 

When time shall be no more* 
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PSALM 145. 0. M. 

Praite to God for hit great power, and goodaoet, 

8T. MATTHEW'S.— ST. STBPHKM'S. — ^RICHMOND. 

Gee AT God, while nature speaks thy praise. 
With all her numerous tongues, 

Thy saints shall tune diviner lays, 
And love inspire their songs* 

Thy power and goodness they shall sing. 

The glories of thy reign ; 
Thy wondrous deeds, Almighty king, 

Shall fill the raptur'd strain. 

Thy kingdom, Lord, for ever stands, 

Whilst earthly thrones decay; 
And time suhmits to thy commands. 

While ages roll away. 

He that invokes the God of grace. 

Shall find him ever near; 
To all who humhlv seek his face. 

He lends a pitying ear. 

His mercy never shall remove 

From men of heart sincere ; 
He saves the souls, whose humhle love 

Is join'd with holy fear. 

His praise, a most delightful theme. 

Shall fill my heart and tongue ; 
Zet a]] creation hless his name, 
In one eternal song. 
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PSALM 146. c. M. 

Trust in God only. 

ST. David's. — cambbidgb. — st. stbphim's. 
O praise the Lord I and thou, my soul, 

For ever bless his name; 
His wondrous love, while life shall last. 

My c<»i8taiit praise shall claim. 

On kings, the greatest sons of men, 

Let none for aid rely ; 
They cannot save in dang*rous time 

Nor timely help apply* 

Deprived of brealh, to dust they turn, 

And there neglected lie ; 
And all their thoughts, and vain designs. 

Together with them die* 

Then happy he, who Jacob's God 

For his protector takes ; 
Who still, with well-plac'd hope, the Lord 

His constant refage makes. 

PSALM 147. c. M. 

Praise to God fir hisfittt^lness and truth, 
LONDON.— ST. David's. — mabttbdom. 
O praise the Lord with hymns of joy. 

And celebrate his fame ; 
For pleasant, good, and comely 'tis. 
To praise his holy name. 

His holy city God will build, 
Though leveird with the ground ; 

Bring back his people, though ^s^t«^^^ 
TTirougb all tfae nations round« 
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He kindly heals the broken hearts, 
And all their wounds doth close ; 

He tells the number of the stars, 
Their several names he knows. 

Great is the Lord, and great his pow'r. 

His wisdom has no bound ; 
The meek he raises, but throws down 

The wicked to the ground. 

PSALM 148. P. M. 

ExJiortoHon to umoenal praise. 

PROPER.— -GBOYB. 

Ye boundless realms of joy, 
Exalt your maker's fame. 
His praise your song employ, 
Above the starry frame ; 
Your voices raise, ye cherubim. 
And seraphim, to sing his praise. 

Thou moon, that ruVst the night. 

And sun, that guid'st the day ; 

Ye glitt'ring stars of light. 

To him your homage pay ; 

His praise declare, ye heav'ns above. 

And clouds that move in liquid air. 

Let ev'ry creature join 
To bless his holy name, 
By whose Almiglity word 
They all from nothing came ; 
And ail shall last, from changes free; 
His firm decree stands ever ?aal» 
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Let all of royal birth, 

With those of humbler frame, 

And judges of the earth, 

His matchless praise proclaim : 

In this design let youths with maids, 

And hoary heads with children join. 

United zeal be shown 
His wondrous feme to raise. 
Whose glorious name alone 
Deserves our endless praise ; 
Earth's utmost ends his pow'r obey, 
His glorious sway the sky transcends. 

His saints with pow'r and grace, 

He lifts to thrones above ; 

And favours Israel's race. 

The objects of his love : 

O therefore raise your grateful voice. 

And still rejoice the Lord to praise. 

PSALM 150. p. M. [7's.] 

Exhortation to universiit praise, 

OSRMAN. — PORTUGUBSB. 

Praise, O praise the name divine. 
Praise it at the hallow'd shrine ; 

Let the firmament on high 
To its maker*s praise reply. 

Be the harp no longer mute, 

Sound the trumpet, touch the lute ; 

Wake to life the tuneful string, 
Bring the pipe^ the timbtet )aTva%* 
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Let the organ in his praise. 
Learn its loudest notes to raise. 

And the cymbal's echoing sound 
From the vaulted roof rebound. 

All who vital breath enjoj, 

In his praise that breath employ ; 

And in joyfiil strains proclaim 
Glory to Jehovah's name. 

To the eternal Three be given 
Praise on earth, and pruse in heaven; 

Such as was through ages past. 
Is, and shaU for ever last. 
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HYMNS, 

POUNDBD CHIBFLY 

ON THE GOUEOTS, EPISTLES. AND GOSPELS, 

FOR 

EACH SUNDAY IN THE YEAR. 



THE riRST SUNDAY IN ADVENT, l. m. 

MORNING HTMN.—WAREHAM.— CHELMSFORD. 

Geant us thy grace, O Lord, we praj, 
To cast the works of sin away ; 
To guide our erring souls aright, 
And turn our darkness into light. 

For how can feehle mortals stand, 
Whilst perils lurk on every hand, 
Unless thine armour thou bestow, 
To guard them from each threat*ning foe ? 

Then safe amidst surrounding strife. 
We shall so pass this mortal life, 
(This life which Jesus deign'd to take 
And bear with patience for our sake ;) 

That when again thy blessed Son 
In glorious majesty shall come. 
To make the quick and dead appeaT, 
And judge them for their actions ViQTe\ 




64 HYiors. 

We may his saving grace obtain, 
Pardon and life immortal gain, 
Be own*d as children of his love, 
And rise to reign with him above. 



THE SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT, l. m. 

8T. WILFRID'S. — ST. PETER'S. — DUKB-ST. 

Almighty and eternal Lord, 
Who hast reveal*d thy gracious word. 
That we by living faith might know. 
The way wherein we ought to go : 

Impress our hearts with what we hear, 
And fill our souls with holy fear ; 
Thy promised aid may we receive. 
And in thy gospeVs truth believe. 

Thy word affords a cheering light. 
To guide our wandering feet aright ; 
It warns us when we go astray, 
And points to heavenly rest the way. 

In times of grief it cheers the soul, 
And makes the contrite spirit whole ; 
May we digest its precepts well, 
And in thy presence always dwell. 



THE THIRD SUNDAY IN ADVENT, c 

BEDFORD. — MARTYRDOM. — UNIVERSITY 

When Jesus did on earth appear, 
A messenger he sent 

Teach the heav'nly kingdom nes 
«rf warn men to repent. 
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Their minds, before obscured in night, 

Were fitted thus to bear 
That brighter blaze of gospel light, 

Christ's preaching should declare. 

Lord Jesus, give thy grace to those, 

Ordain*d to preach thy word. 
That they may fight against thy foes. 

And spread thy truUi abroad. 

O make them zealous, faithful, bold, 

Thy gospel to declare. 
And watchful ever o'er the fold 

Committed to their care. 

Thy holy Spirit Lord impart. 
And give their word success ; 

To turn the disobedient heart, 
To ways of righteousness. 

That when at last with trumpet's sound. 

Thou shalt descend in light, 
Wash'd in thy blood, we may be found, 

Accepted in thy sight. 

THE FOURTH SUNDAY IN ADVENT, c. m. 

ABBIOGI. — 8T. JAMBS'S. — HOWABD. 

Raise up thy pow'r, O mighty Lord, 

And succour us, we pray ; 
For we by sin are hinder'd sore. 

And often led astray. 

We loiter in our heavenly race, 
Weigh'd down with earthly care ; 

Yet may we find thee present 8t\\\) 
And still thy blessings share. 
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Though great our sins, thy mercy show, 
Through Christ our pray*rs receive ; 

And let diy powV and goodness still, 
Our various wants relieve. 

In thy great love may we rejoice, 

Until that glorious day 
When Jesus shall again return, 

And all his pow*r display. 

Then in thy presence may we stand, 

In robes of glory bright. 
And sing thy praise with accents sweet. 

In everlasting light. 

CHRISTMAS DAY. l. m. 
ST. Wilfrid's. — melcombe. — duke street. 

Almighty God thy grac^ display. 
And chase the shades of night away ; 
That aided by thy Spirit we 
With joy the infant Christ may see. 

He came on earth in tender love, 

To raise our souls to thee above ; 

Of virgin pure was Jesus bom. 

And pass'd through hatred, grief, and scorn. 

Thy new creating pow'r impart 
To cleanse our sinful earthly heart; 
That we may be thy children here, 
And walk with thee in pious fear. 

Thy Holy Spirit freely give. 
That we in peace and truth may live, 
Thy sons on earth, till we shall rise 
To dwell with thee above the «\L\eA. 
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THE CIRCUMCISION, OR FIRST SUNDAY 
AFTER CHRISTMAS, c. M. 

ST. DAVID'S. — ABRIDGE. — ST. AMM'S. 

Almighty God, by whose decree 

Thy blessed Son did yield 
To circumcision, for our sakes, 

And thus his mission seal*d. 

O grant thy Holy Spirit now. 

To circumcise our heart, 
That mortified firom worldly lusts, 

We may from sin depart. 

So may we, Lord, through all our days, 

Obey thy blessed will ; 
And prove ourselves in all our ways. 

Thy faithful servants still. 

THE EPIPHANY. L. M. 

DUKB STREET. — NEW SABBATH.— CHELMSrOBD. 

O God, the source of heav'nly light. 
Who once didst send the beaming star. 
To guide the feet of men aright 
That sought the Saviour firom afar. 

Again behold where darkness reigns ; 
Disperse the gloomy shades away ; 
Direct our steps to Bethlehem's plains. 
And there thy love and grace display. 

By faith we now thy goodness know. 
And while we wonder, we adore ; 
But Lord, thy quick'ning grace bestow. 
That we may love thee more and mote% 
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O let us taste thy blessings here, 
Where clouds and darkness veil the sky, 
That we at length may see thee there, 
Where Christ our Saviour reigns on high 

THE FIRST SUNDAY AFTER THE 
EPIPHANY, c. M. 

MARTTRDOM. — ^IRISH. — DEVIZES. 

O Lord, regard, while here we pray, 

Receive our earnest cry. 
Who seek thy face on this thy day, 

And unto thee draw nigh. 

Let us, O Lord, perceive and know 

Whate'er thy law requires ; 
Show us the path wherein to go, 

The path our soul desires. 

Our strength increase, our hearts renew. 

To choose thy holy will ; 
That what is good, and just, and true. 

We always may fulfil. 

Lord we are thine by sacred right; 

In this thy resting place 
Let us behold thy heav*nly light. 

And taste refreshing grace. 



THE SECOND SUNDAY AFTER THE 
EPIPHANY, h, M. 

ST. Wilfrid's. — ^mklcombe. — ^wareham. 

Almighty, everlasting God, 
Who rulest all the worlds on high, 
And o'er the earth dost stretch Siy rod, 
"deceive our praiaCf in love draw tv\^. 
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;ept thy people's suppliant voice, 
i grant them peace through all their way ; 
thy great name may we rejoice, 
i find thee near on this thy day. 

ich us in mutual love to strive, 
:h kind affection's cheering hand, 
it sorrowing hearts may now revive, 
1 by thy favour always stand. 

sdl our conflicts here below 
lue our souls with heav'nly strei^^ 
»ported by thine arm, we know, . 
shall be conquerors at length. 

THE THIRD SUNDAY AFTER THE 
EPIPHANY, c. M. 

DNIVBBSITT.-^CAMBRIDGE. — MARTTROOM. 

[.-POWERFUL Lord, we look to thee, 
n all our grief and fear ; 
r weakness and temptations see, 
)ur supplications hear. 

>tch forth thy hand when dangers press, 
Vhen troubles crowd around ; 
1 when we sink in deep distress, 
jet mercy still abound. 

ich us to feel each other's woes, 
?o walk in love and peace ; 
kindest deeds to melt our foes, 
knd make their envy cease. 

r troubles soothe, our spirits raise, 
/^d let our faith be strong, 
. we at length may give thee i|^t«i<&e) 
i (me etenml song. 




70 HYMirs. 

THE FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER THE 
EPIPHANY. 8. M. 

CARLISLE. — 8HIRLAND. — FALCON STRIBT. 

O God, our only stay 
Amidst a world of strife, 
Grant us thy help we humbly pray, 
Protect our feeble life. 

Uphold our wand'ring feet. 
Keep us from every snare ; 
Renew our strei^th when here we meet, 
And let us feel thy care. 

Support us by thy pow'r. 
When dangers stand in view. 
And keep us in each trying hour, - 
And all our foes subdue. 

By thee alone we live. 
Amidst the swelling waves ; 
Thy word can peace and comfort give. 
Thy presence always saves. 

THE FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER THE 
EPIPHANY, c. M. 

UNIVBR8ITY. — DEVIZES. — ST. STSFHRN'S. 

Thy church, O Lord, preserve secure, 
Thy household always feed ; 

Its strength and beauty now increase, 
In this our time of need. 

We lean on thee in lively hope. 
And seek thy heav*nly grace ; 
Defend us by tiiy mighty pow*r. 
And bring us near thy lace. 
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M^ we in gladness bless thy name 
With sweetest songs of joy ; 

In perfect harmony imd love, 
Our thankful voice employ. 

O may the seed of gospel truth 

Be sown in fruit^ ground, 
Nor let the hurtful tares of sin. 

Within thy diurdi be found. 



THE SIXTH SUNDAY AFTER THE 
EPIPHANY. L. M. 

JOS.— ^BUmO. — I8UMOTON. 



Thinb only Son, eternal God, 

Was manifested here below, 

To ^iread thy saving truths abroad, 

That we might grace and mercy know. 

He frees our souls from him who sought 
To lead them down in captive chains ; 
And by his blood he dearly bought, 
And rescued us from endless pains. 

In this bright hope of endless life. 
May we thy sons, the heirs of grace. 
Make it our constant care and strife, 
To stand with joy before thy face. 

That, when again thy Son shall come. 

In heav'nly pow'r and glory bright, A 

We may be welcomed to our home, M 

And dwel] with him in worlda of \\^t* i 
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SEPTUAGESIMA SUNDAY, c. m. 

MARTYRDOM. — ^BEDFORD. IRISH. 

Lord, hear thy people's earnest cries, 
When dangers press them sore; 

And when to thee they turn their eyes, 
Preserve them evermore. 

When for our sin, we feel thy hand. 

And taste the cup of woe. 
Still let us by thy mercy stand, 

And all thy goodness know. 

While thus we seek the heav'nly crown. 

And run our christian race. 
Look thou with kind compassion down. 

And aid us with thy grace. 

May we proceed with anxious care. 

And ev'ry sin deny. 
Till we, in peace, thy glories share. 

In worlds beyond the sky. 



SEXAGESIMA SUNDAY, c. m. 
IRISH. — ST. Stephen's. — milan. 

In thee, O Lord, alone we trust. 

On thee our hopes rely. 
For we are weak and sinful dust, 

And left by thee we die. 

Preserve us by thy pow*r, we pray, 

In all our grief and fear, 
And guard us in each trying day, 
And wipe each falling leai. 
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let our hearts, as fertile ground, 
Thy heav'nly word receive ; 
id fruits of grace in all be found, 
Who in that word believe. 

ben pleasure's wiles or earthly cares, 
Or doubts, our souls assail, 
•rd suffer not, through Satan's snares. 
Our trembling faith to fail. 

QUINQUAGESIMA SUNDAY, p. m. 

[CILIAN MARINERS. — BENRDICTION. — HATDN. 

RB of heav'n, the source of blessing. 
Let us find thee present here ; 
ly we, faith and hope possessing, 
Still with fervent love draw near. 

ed on us thy Holy Spirit, 
To renew our earthly heart ; 
t us all that peace inherit. 
Thou, Lord, only, dost impart. 

ly we feel a kind compassion. 
For our fellow-creatures' woe ; 
id like Jesus, may we fashion, 
A.11 our converse here below. 

rthly things will quickly vanish. 
Clouds and darkness here are found ; 
3rldly follies may we banish, 
And in heav'nly peace abound. 

rd of life, thyself the fountain 
Of eternal love and grace, 
ad us all to Zion's mountain, 
WJiere we shall behold thy face 

E 
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ASH-WEDNESDAY, l. m. 

MBLCOMBB. OLD HUNDRED. — ^WKBBB. 

Almighty Father, Lord of all, 
To whom our lives and thoughts are known, 
Hear us, we pray, while now we call, 
And humbly bow before thy throne. 

Thou hatest none whom thou hast made, 
But grantest pardon through thy Son, 
To those who through thy Spirit's aid, 
Lament the ills which they have done. 

Thy new creating grace impart ; 
That we forsaking all our sin 
With grief sincere, and contrite heart, 
May now a holy life begin. 

Reveal to us thy pard'ning love. 
And let us walk in truth with thee, 
Till we are brought to joys above, 
From guilt, and pain, and Satan free. 

THE FIRST SUNDAY IN LENT. c. m. 

UNIVERSITY. — ^WILTSHIRE. — MARTYRDOM. 

O Lord our Saviour, thee we seek. 

We trace thy steps below. 
In human nature frail and weak. 

Contending with the foe. 

Though hunger, cold, and Satan's pow'r, 

Combin'd, did thee assail, 
Firm in temptation's darkest hour. 
Thou did'st o'er aU ptevaW. 
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So guard our souls against the wiles 
Which Satan spreads around, 

Nor let us yield when pleasure smiles, 
But steadfast still be found. 

Subdue in us each latent ill, 

Our sinful hearts renew ; 
May we, thy pure and perfect will. 

Keep constantly in view. 

Teach us on earth to follow thee. 

In purity and love ; 
That we at length thy face may see, 

And dwell in joy above. 

THE SECOND SUNDAY IN LENT. c. m. 

HOWARD. — IRISH. — ST. DAVID'S. 

Almighty God, our weakness aid. 

In all our journey here, 
And when, for sin, we feel afraid. 

In mercy. Lord, appear. 

Our bodies keep, our souls revive 
With beams of heav*nly light. 

To cheer us while we humbly strive 
To walk as in thy sight. 

Guard us by thine Almighty pow'r. 
From ills which crowd around ; 

Sustain our hearts in ev'ry hour, 
When evil thoughts abound. 

Thus by thy Spirit cleans'd within, 

O Saviour, grant that we 
May here, that holy life begin, 

Which leads to heav'n and lYvee* 

E 2 
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THE THIRD SUNDAY IN LENT. c. m. 

ST. STEPHEN'S. ST. DAVID'S. ABRIDGE. 

O God of might, receive our cries, 

We look to thee alone ; 
Accept thy people's longing sighs 

For mercy at thy throne. 

Stretch forth thy hand and guard our head 

From ev'ry latent foe ; 
The shield of thy salvation spread, 

Around our path below. 

Teach us on earth to walk in love. 

As children dear to thee ; 
1'ill in the brighter world above 

We shall thy glory see. 

Thy gospel light is shed around. 
With beams of healing pow'r ; 

May we to this be faithful found, 
In ev'ry trying hour. 

Thou, Jesus, didst salvation bring; 

Thy mercy never dies ; 
Lord, while our lips thy praises sing, 

O teach our hearts to rise. 

THE FOURTH SUNDAY IN LENT. l. m. 
ST. Wilfrid's. — chelmsford.— -rockingham. 

Before thee. Lord, we guilty stand, 
And own the ills which we have done. 

Rebuke us not, we feel thy hand ; 
O grant us pardon througVvlVv^j Son. 
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Though we deserve to suffer here, 
Yet cast us not away from thee ; 

O dids't thou judge in wrath severe, 
Whither could guilty sinners flee ? 

But, Lord, thy pard*ning mercy shew. 
To cheer our hearts with inward peace ; 

Direct our steps where'er we go, 
Nor let thy kind compassions cease. 

O feed us with the bread of life. 

Our fainting spirits to sustain 
Through all our earthly c^re and strife, 

Till everlasting rest we gain. 

THE FIFTH SUNDAY IN LENT. c. m. 

WINDSOR. — BEDFORD. — DKVIZE8. 

Almighty Lord, thy people see. 

And listen to their cry. 
Who pressed with grief look up to thee. 

And for thy mercy sigh. 

That never failing mercy shew. 

In sorrow's darkest hour ; 
Our bodies keep from ills below. 

Our souls from Satan's power. 

Our conscience cleanse from ev'ry stain, 

Through the atoning blood 
Of Christ our Lord, who once was slain. 

To bring us back to God. 

By faith we hail the glorious day, 

To Abraham reveal' d, 
When Jesus show'd the living way, 

And our redemption seaVd. 

E 3 
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THE SIXTH SUNDAY IN LENT, OR THE 
SUNDAY NEXT BEFORE EASTER, u m. 

STONEFIELD. — JOB. — I8UN6T0N. 

Almighty God, thy wond'rous grace 
Was shown to Adam's guilty race, 

When Christ thy Son, our Saviour dear 
Did, for our sakes, as man appear. 

He took our nature, and our pain, 
To bring us back to thee again ; 

For us endur*d each earthly loss. 
And suffered death upon the cross. 

His meek submission may we know. 
And follow in his steps below ; 

That we through him at length may rise, 
And dwell with thee above the skies. 

O grant to us his lowly mind. 
His tender love to all mankind ; . 

Our proud, rebellious thoughts subdue. 
And let thy grace our hearts renew. 

GOOD FRIDAY, l. m. 

MELCOMBE. — CHELMSFORD.— ROCKINGHAM. 

Maker of all thy sovereign power 
Is manifested every hour ; 
Nor less thy condescending love. 
Thy creatures ev'ry moment prove. 

O Lord, thy mercy cannot hate 
The souls thy goodness did create 
StiU dost thou call to sinners, come. 
And welcome weary wand'tetaVLome. 
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But gracious Saviour grant the will, 
Or the lost sheep will wander still ; 
O speak the word, convince of sin, 
And bring the wretched wand'rers in. 

Pity the Jew, whose hardened pride 
Rejects a Saviour crucified ; 
Bid the rude Turk from fury cease, 
And follow Christ the Prince of peace. 

And O in mercy look on those 
Who to the truth their eyelids close ; 
Who crucify the Son of God, 
And trample on a Saviour's blood. 

Their ignorance and pride remove. 
Teach Qiem thy holy word to love ; 
To thy safe fold their footsteps lead, 
And make them Israelites indeed. 

EASTER EVEN. l. m. 
8T Wilfrid's. — dukb st. — st. gsoros's. 

Behold us Lord, and make us thine. 
Redeemed by Christ, from guilt and fear. 
Now would we soar to things divine, 
And meet our rising Saviour here. 

May we like Jesus, die to sin, 
Each thought of worldly pride cast down ; 
And rise, by grace renewed within. 
To live henceforth to him alone. 

O Lord, baptiz'd into thy death. 
Thy saints must share thy pain and grii 
But when we yield our fainting \yie^l3i^ 
Thj mighty arm will bring leViet, 
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We need no longer fear the grave, 
Where Jesus lay for ua awhile ; 
But, trusting to his power to save, 
May meet its terrors with a smile. 
Ere long descending from above. 
He shall our mould'ring dust restore ; 
And open wide the realms of love. 
Where sin and death shall come no mi 

EASTER SUNDAY, l, jj. 



Oh ! from the world's vile slavery. 
Almighty Saviour, set us free ; 
And as our treasure is above. 
Be there our thoughts, be there our lo 
But oft, alas, too well we know 
Our thoughts, our love, are lix'd be)oi 
In every lifeless prayer we find 
The heart unmov'd, the absent mind. 
Yet happier hours we sometimes know 
When heaven-born longings in us glow 
Return we then the increase due. 
Intend, — perform ; desire, — pursue. 
Lord, draw our best affections hence, 
Above this world of sin and sense ; 
Cause them to soar above the skies. 
And rest not till to Thee they rise. 
THE FIRST SUNDAY AFTER EASTER, i 



Almighty Father, heav'nly friend, 
Thy goodness who can comprehend ! 
Amazing Jove, which sent thy Son 
yb (lie for sins wliicli we had done. 
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The power which triumphed o'er the grave, 
Prov*d him omnipotent to save ; 
He liveth now, who once was dead, 
Jesus, our ever-glorious head ! 

Saviour, who for our sin did*st die. 
Help us that sin to crucify ; 
Thou dost for us in heav'n appear, 
O raise our souls to join thee there. 

Lord, send thy Spirit from on high, 
Our vile affections purify ; 
And grant us grace to put away 
Each thought that leads our feet astray. 

Though most unworthy Lord, we are, 
Thy notice or thy love to share, 
We plead the merits of thy Son; 
Accept us, for his sake alone. 

THE SECOND SUNDAY AFTER EASTER, l. m. 

WAREHAM. — MELCOMBE. — ANGELS. 

Almighty God, thy grace and love 
Were shown to us when Jesus came 
In pity from the worlds above, 
To take our nature and our shame. 

Our heav'nly shepherd kind and good, 
Gave up his life, his flock to save; 
For us the powers of hell withstood; 
And rose in triumph from the grave. 

Thy footsteps while we gladly trace. 
Saviour, our bright example be, j 

In lowlbiess and every grace ^ 

Mav we still more resemble thee. 
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With thankful hearts may we receive 
The blessings thou hast richly given ; 
And trust thy mercy to relieve, 
And raise our souls in peace to heav'n. 

THE THIRD SUNDAY AFTER EASTER, c. M. 

WI LT8HI RE.— OXFORD . ABINGDON. 

All-powerful Lord, thy truth make known 

To those who go astray ; 
That they may all thy goodness own, 

And walk in wisdom's way. 

And may all those whom thou hast brought, 

Within the Saviour's fold. 
Their ev'ry word, and deed and thought, 

To his example mould. 

With meekness cloth' d, may we endure 

The ills which meet us here ; 
In all our words and actions pure. 

And mov'd with filial fear. 

Thus Jesus, may we follow thee 
And wait thy promis'd light : 

Till yet a little while, and we 
Shall faith exchange for sight. 

THE FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER EASTER, l. m. 

NEW SABBATH. WEBBS. STONEFIELD. 

O God, the God of boundless might, 
Who rulest all the sons of men. 
Direct our wayward thoughts aright. 
And dwell within our hearts again. 

O may we strive to do thy will, 
Depending on thy promis'd grace ; 
And find thy cheering presence still 
^ sure defence in ev'ry place. 
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Thy word implant within our breast, 
That purest gift of life and peace, 
Which points us to thy perfect rest, 
And tells of joys that never cease. 

Amid the changing scenes below. 
Draw thou our hearts to things on high. 
Where sweetest streams of pleasure flow, 
And bliss that cannot fade or die. 

THE FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER EASTER, c. m. 

UNITBRIITT. ^BEDFORD. MARTYRDOM. 

O Lord from whom all blessings rise, 

Our joy's eternal spring ; 
For thee we wait with longing eyes, 

To thee our ofTrings bring. 

Behold us now, we humbly pray. 
Our hearts with grace inspire. 

While still, to tread the heavenly way, 
Our fainting souls aspire. 

Jesus, thy favour may we seek. 

And in tliy footsteps go ; 
Submissive, humble, kind and meek, 

In all our course below. 

O Lord, thy heav'nly peace impart. 
And make thy goodness known ; 

Till we shall sing with thankful heart, 
Thy praise before thy throne. 

ASCENSION DAY. p. m. 

GERMAN. — PORTUGUESE. — ALMA. 

See ! the Lord ascends on high 
Leaving earthly grief and pain. 

While his heralds in the sky, 

WeJcome him with 3oytu\ ^tttSo^. 
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From the sacred mountain's height 
His disciples gaze with fear ; 

As he rises from their sight, 

Angels come their hearts to cheer. 

Lord, with thee may we ascend ; 

Earthly trifles bid farewell, 
And with thee, our absent friend, 

Still rejoice by faith to dwell. 

Send the comforter we pray, 
To revive our trembling breast ; 

Still uphold us, in the way 

Which will lead to endless rest. 
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THE SUNDAY AFTER ASCENSION DAY. c 

MARTYRDOM. HOWARD. DEVIZES. 

O King of glory, hear our pray'r, 
To thee our hearts we raise ; 

Thy tender mercies let us share. 
While here we sing thy praise. 

Thy Son is now exalted high 
With triumph to thy throne. 

That we thy people may draw nigh. 
And all thy blessings own. 

O leave us not as strangers here, 
Oppressed with fear and grief; 

In all our troubles. Lord appear. 
And grant us sure relief. 

Thy Holy Spirit now bestow, 
The source of light and peace. 

To comfort us while here below. 
With joys that never cease. 
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CHORUS. 

We praise thee here, and all the host 

In heaven thy praises sing, 
The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Our life's eternal spring. 

WHITSUNDAY, l. m. 

ST. Wilfrid's. — mblcombb. — duke strbst. 

O God, the source of all our joy, 
To thee our thankful voice we raise ; 
In blessing thee we will employ 
Our tongues, in cheerful notes of praise. 

Thou once didst teach thy people dear. 
By sending down, from worlds above. 
The Comforter, their hearts to cheer. 
The gift of grace so full of love. 

O let this Spirit be our guide. 
To lead us all in ways of peace. 
That in his strength we may confide^ 
And find his comforts still increase. 

May he transform our earthly heart, 
And draw our minds to things on high. 
That, when all transient joys depart. 
Our souls may dwell beyond the sky. 

TRINITY SUNDAY, c. m. 
ST. David's. — sr. Stephen's. — abridge. 

Eternal God, the sacred three. 

Receive our feeble lays ; 
With joyful hearts we look to thee 

In humble prayer and ptaiae. 
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Mysterious is thy blessed name, 
One God of boundless might ; 

From age to age thou art the same. 
The source of spotless light. 

Great Trinity, let us adore 

Thy majesty divine ; 
And while thy blessings we implore, 

Let all our pow'rs be thine. 

Keep u& in stedfast faith and love, 

All trials to endure ; 
And fit our souls to dwell above. 

Where endless joys are sure. 

CHORUS. 
Praise God, the Father full of grace, 

Praise God's eternal Son ; 
The Spirit praise in ev'ry place ; 

The three in essence one. 

THE FIRST SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, cm. 

UNIVERSITY. — SHEPHERD. — WILTSHIRE. 

O God the strength of all that place 

Their trust in thee alone ; 
With humble prayer we seek thy face, 

And bow before thy throne. 

Without thine aid we soon shall fall, 

Our nature is so frail ; 
O bend thine ear unto our call. 

Nor let our foes prevail. 

What thou shalt bid, may we fulfil. 
With zeal and pious care ; 
And by obedience to thy will, 
Our stedfast faith declare. 
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Restraining each corrupt desire, 

And purified within, 
May we escape that endless fire, 

Which is the fruit of sin. 

With love like thine, O may we love 

Our brethren here below, 
Till we shall reach those joys above, 

Which from thy presence flow. 

HE SECOND SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, l. m. 

JOB. — ISLINGTON. — ^WAREHAM. 

) Lord, our shield, our guide, our king, 
iVhile we to thee our ofTrings bring, 
Train up our hearts in stedfast fear, 
^or let thy love be wanting there. 

^eep us we pray, in ev'ry hour 
3y thy good providence and power. 
That we, from sin and danger free, 
Viay humbly walk in peace with thee. 

beholding Lord, thy wond*rous love, 
Viay we our hearts to thee approve, 
3y doing good to all that need, 
^nd loving, both in word and deed. 

Fhy heav'nly call may we obey, 
^nd cast our earthly cares away ; 
S^or fear, with Christ our cross to bear, 
rill freed from sin, his crown we share. 

THE THIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, c. M. 

HOWARD. — ST. David's. — martyrdom. 
3 God of mercy, hear our prayer. 

Our earnest cries receive ; 
In all our sorrow, doubt and cate^ 

Do thou O Lord relieve. 
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Thy mighty aid can make us strong 

When dangers press around. 
And ever sure, when troubles throng. 

Thy ready help is found. 

Clothe us in ornaments of grace, 

Humility and peace ; 
And all the fruits of righteousness. 

In us, O Lord, increase. 

We bless thee for the love untold, 

Which led us back to thee. 
When wand'ring from thy pleasant fold. 

In guilt and misery. 

O never. Lord, that love withdraw. 

Lest we again should stray. 
But may thy kind restraining law. 

Still keep us in thy way. 

THE FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, l. m. 

ANGELS. CHELMSFORD. ST. WILPRID's. 

Thine arm, alone, O God, is strong. 
On thee alone for help we call ; 
Thy grace shall be our constant song, 
By thee upheld we ne*er shall fall. 

Thy gifts of mercy now bestow. 

In ev'ry danger be our guide; 

That we may pass through scenes below, 

To joys which ever shall abide. 

Help us to view, with earnest grief. 
The souls still wand' ring, Lord, from thee; 
And point them to the sure relief 
Which in thy gospeVs page we aee. 
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1 all our course, our hearts sustain 
^ith cheering views of things above, 
hat we at length those realms may gain, 
^here all is peace and perfect love. 

iE FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, c. m. 

ST. Stephen's. — st. David's. — London. 
HY sov'reign power, O God, is known. 

Thro' every tribe around, 

'er all the earth thy love is shewn, 

Thy grace and truth abound. 

et men thy righteous acts confess. 

And bow before thy face, 
nd with glad hymns of pleasure bless, 

Thy name in ev'ry place. 

may thy church be kept in peace. 
And serve thee here with joy, 
hat christian love may still increase^ 
And praise, our lips employ. 

I all our sorrows thou wilt hear, 

Thine eyes thy people see; 
or life nor death have we to fear, 

WhUe lov'd, O Lord, by thee. 

IE SIXTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, p. u. 

ETON. LUTHER. — CAREY. 

God, the source of joys serene, 
'^hich mortal eyes have never seen, 
^hom all the heav'nly hosts adore, 
ur hearts with holy love inspire, 
hat we thy favour may desire, 
nd gladly serve thee evermore* 
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Withdraw our minds from things below, 
Where nought is ours but sin and woe, 
And dangers still our steps surround ; 
That we thy promised help may gain, 
And life and joy and peace obtain, 
Which by thy ^ithfiil saints are found. 

With Christ our Lord may we arise, 
And dwell with him above the skies, 
Where sin and death are known no mor 
That clothed in his righteousness, 
Our souls may dwell before his &ce. 
And thine unbounded love adore. 

CHORUS. 
All praise to God the Father give. 
All praise to Christ, thro* whom we livi 
The Spirit praise, co-equal three; 
From all in heaven and earth and skies 
1^6^ joyful sounds of praise arise. 
Through time and through eternity. 



THE 
SEVENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 



c. 



UNIVERSITY. — ST. STEPHEN'S. — CAMBRIDGE 

O Lord, the God of sovereign might, 
Whence endless blessings spring. 

Who dwellest in unclouded light. 
Thy goodness we will sing. 

Into our hearts thy love instil. 
Let all our powers be thine, 
With gladness may we do thy will, 
And follow things diVme. 
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Increase in us the work of grace 

Thy mercy has hegun, 
And keep us in thy holy ways 

Through Jesus Christ thy Son. 

With heav'nly bread our hearts sustain 

In all our path below ; 
Till we the tree of life shall gain 

Where firoits eternal grow. 

THE EIGHTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, t. m. 

FALCON STRUT. — SHIRLAND. — HADLBIQH. 

Tht providence, O Lord, 
0*er all the earth is shewn ; 

The stars in heav'n obey thy word, 
And make thy wisdom known. 

O look on us in love, 

And keep us by thy pow'r ; 

All hurtful things from us remove. 
And guide us ev'ry hour. 

Thy Spirit now bestow 

To renovate our heart ; 
That fruits may thence abundant grow. 

And fragrance sweet impart. 

Lord, who hast made us thine, 

And caird us in thy Son ; 
O still, in fellowship divine 

May all thy church be one. 

Bow down thy gracious ear. 

And listen to our cry, 
On thee we call with filial fear, 

For thou art ever nigh. 



^ 



92 HTMNS. 

THE NINTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, l. m. 

CHELMSFORD. JOB. ISLINGTON. 

O Lord our hearts and minds control. 
To follow thee in ways of peace ; 
For thou alone canst move the soul, 
To seek the joys that never cease. 

Whatever is right may we pursue, 
And do the thing that pleases thee ; 
And every ill in us subdue, 
And from its bondage make us free. 

Let thy good Spirit guide our feet. 
And lighten all our journey here. 
Till we, by grace, are render*d meet 
Before thy presence to appear. 

In soothing still each other's pains. 
Wisely may we thy gifts employ ; 
Till called at last to join the strains 
Of thy redeemed, in worlds of joy. 

THE TENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, c. m 

ST. ANN'S. DBVIZES. ABRIDGE. 

O Lord, in mercy hear our cry. 

Our fervent prayer receive, 
In this thy house be always nigh. 

And ev*ry want relieve. 

When here thy servants bend their knee. 

And humbly seek thy face ; 
Thy loving kindness may they see, 

And taste thy bounteous grace. 

Send forth thy gifts on men below, 

O Spirit, God of might ; 
That we the Saviour's love may know. 
And walk as sons o{ \\g\\l. 
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The way of peace to us unfold, 

The way which Jesus trod ; 
Till through his merits we behold 

Our reconciled God. 

O Lord, beneath thy gracious care, 

Thy saints are all secure, 
And those who cleave to thee by prayer, 

Shall find thy promise sure. 

THE 
ELEVENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, c. m. 

IRISH. — ST. DAYID'S. — 80UTHWBALD. 

Great God how awful is thy power, 

Yet how benign thy love ; 
Rich blessings wait us ev*ry hour. 

Descending from above. 

Since thus thou chiefly dost declare 
Thy sov'reign power and might ; 

O Father, let our humble prayer 
Find favour in thy sight. 

Grant such a measure of thy grace 

Our erring feet to guide. 
That we may run in wisdom's ways. 

Nor from them turn aside. 

Yet Lord, how can lost sinners dare 
To raise their hopes so high ? 

How can they offer such a prayer 
To thy dread majesty ? 

Father, receive the only plea 

A sinner can afford ; 
And hear us while we pray to tV\ee 

Through Jesus Christ our Loid. 



I 
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THE 

TWELFTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, c. m. 

ST. David's. — Bedford. — Wiltshire. 

Almighty God, eternal king, 

Our supplication hear ; 
Receive the tribute which we bring 

And graciously draw near. 

Thou givest more than we desire. 

Or than we can deserve ; 
O then with grace our hearts inspire. 

Thee thankfully to serve. 

Upon us Lord be pleased to pour 

Thy rich abundant grace ; 
And cleanse us that we sin no more, 

And bid us go in peace. 

The brightness of thy word reveal, 
To chase our doubts away; 

Our sins forgive, our blindness heal, 
With thy life-giving ray. 

Thus stedfastly while we behold 

The glory yet to come ; 
May we through Christ be rendered bold, 

All foes to overcome. 

THE THIRTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

L. M. 
JOB. — ISRAEL. — WARBHAM. 

O God of mercy, truth, and love, 

In glory reigning far above ; 
From thee alone thy people find 
True grace to walk w\t\\ petieeX. xroxvd. 
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Thy favour Lord on us bestow, 
That we thy blessed will may know ; 
Make us to serve thee here in peace, 
And let our joy in thee increase. 

By faith, we now, with Abram view, 
A broken law, a promise true; 
And while we feel our guilt and shame. 
We rest our hope on Jesu*s name. 

Saviour, in thy blest name may we 
Succour each child of misery. 
Our labour here, our joy above, 
Still to reflect thy ccmstant love. 

THE rOURTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

C. M< 
DSYIZES. — ST. ANN*8. — NESDWOOD FOREST. 

Eternal God of power supreme. 

Whose steps are seen around. 
Thou did'st from death our souls redeem. 

Thy mercy knows no bound. 

The gift of faith in us increase, 

And hope with stedfast eye. 
And add the very bond of peace. 

Unfailing charity. 

Lord, while we love thy blest commands. 

All holy, just and true ; 
We trust thy ever-bounteous hands. 

To grant thy promise too. 

Thy spirit's influence largely shed. 

Imparting life divine ; 
May heav'nly light within us spread, 

And in our actions shine. 
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From sin's pollution thus made free. 

By thine Almighty grace, 
May we yield joyful thanks to thee, 

And sing thine endless praise. 

THE FIFTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITT. 

Da M* 

8HIRLAND. — CARLISLE. — FALCON ST. 

O Lord, thy church defend 
From ev'ry hostile foe, 
That on thine arm it may depend, 
While militant below. 

Without thine aid we fall. 
And see our frailty here ; 
But when for strength on thee we calU 
We find thee always near. 

O guide us with thine eye. 
Protect us by thine hand ; 
That surely fix'd beyond the sky. 
Our stedfast hope may stand. 

O Jesus, with thy peace 
Our inmost souls endue. 
And still transform us by thy grace. 
Till all be made anew. 

Thy kingdom may we seek. 
And free from anxious care. 
With hearts resigned, submissive, meek. 
Thy blessings may we share. 

THE SIXTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

L> M« 
TRURO, STONEFIELD.— ANGELS. 

Regard, O Lord, thy church below. 
To her thy pitying grace extend ; 
That cleans' 6. by thee, \\et ^xxntsnv^-^ ^ow, 
A.nd all around sweet fragraiYee ^euvSi. 
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Thy help and goodness may she find, 
To guard her still from all her foes ; 
In peace and love her members bind. 
And keep her firm in all her woes. 

Thy children here, the sons of light. 
May we the love of Christ perceive. 
Its breadth and length, its depth and height. 
And of his fulness all receive. 

His love can cheer the darksome grave, 
Where ofl our dearest hopes we lay ; 
His arm alone firom death can save. 
And wipe the mourner's tear away. 

THE SEVENTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

SHIRLAND. — HADLBIGH.—- MT. XPHRAIM. 

O Lord, our footsteps guide 

To heav'nly rest above ; 
And by thy grace may we abide 

For ever in thy love. 

Draw, Lord, our hearts to thee. 

With fulness of desire ; 
And may our minds from bondage free. 

Be warm'd with heav'nly fire. 

Let unity and peace 

Among thy saints be shewn. 

Whilst firuits of godliness increase. 
And make thy glory known. 

One Father we confess. 

Our faith and calling, one ; 
One Lord let ev*ry nation bless^ 

And how before his throne. 
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In lowliness of mind, 

Christ's image may we bear ; 

Till everlasting joys we find, 
And crowns of glory wear. 

THE EIGHTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

C* M« 
RICHMOND. — SHEPHERD. — 8T. JAMES*. 

Almighty Lord, thy people see. 

And guard them ev'ry hour. 
That they may walk in peace with thee, 

Defended by thy power. 

Stretch forth, O Lord, thy powerful hand, 
With strength our souls endue. 

That we temptation's threefold band, 
May by thy help subdue. 

Let not the world's deceitful smiles, 

Its business or its care, 
Nor Satan, by his artful wiles. 

Our feeble souls ensnare. 

Enrich'd by thee with gifts of grace. 

May we in patience wait. 
Till we shall see thee face to face 

In bliss, supremely great. 

Thee may we love with all our heart, 
Our soul, and strength and mind ; 

And daily for thy sake impart 
That love to all mankind. 

THE NINETEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

C> M. 
HOWARD. SOUTHWEALD. NEEDWOOD FOREST. 

O God, the source of all our joy, 

Our life's eternal spring ; 
Thy mercies shall our hearts employ. 
While we thy praises saw^. 
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From thee, man first receiv'd his breath, 

And in thine image shone ; 
By thee we now are sav*d from death, 

Redeem*d by Christ thy Son. 

O may thy spirit, Lord, direct 

And rule us all our days. 
And still in love our souls correct. 

When wand'ring from thy ways. 

Thine arm alone can make us whole, 
And give us pow'r and might ; 

O let thy grace our hearts control. 
And make us heirs of light. 

Thus grant us ever to be found, 

Thy faithful servants here ; 
That we may, by thy favor crown'd. 

Before thy throne appear. 

THE TWENTIETH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITf. 

C* M. 
LONDON. — BEDFORD. — DEVIZES. 

Almighty God, thy mercy shew, 

Thy goodness here display ; 
From thee alone all blessings flow. 

To thee we humbly pray. 

Defend us. Lord, from ev*ry ill, 
And grant us grace and power. 

With cheerfulness to do thy will, 
In ev*ry trying hour. 

Our bodies keep from danger free, 

Our souls from ev'ry snare ; 
Thy faithful servants, may we be 

The objects of thy care. 

f2 
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With songs of melody we praise 
Thy great and glorious name ; 

Our joyful hallelujahs raise, 
And all thy love proclaim* 

O clothe us with the vesture pure 
Of righteousness and peace. 

That we may read our title sure, 
To joys that never cease. 



THE TWENTY-FIRST SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY. L.M. 

WEBBE.^MELCOMBE. — ANGELS. 

Lord let thy people hear diy voice. 
And grant tiiem pardon, grace, and peace 
That cleans'd from sin they may lejoice. 
And in thy pow'r and might increase. 

Clothe thou our loins with truth around^ 
Our breasts with righteousness defend. 
And may thy gospel's peacefid sound 
Sustain our footsteps to the end. 

The shield of faith secures our heart. 
And hope's bright helmet crowns our heac 
Nor do we then the fiery dart 
Of Satan, or his malice, dread. 

Our hands shall wield the spirit's sword. 
And pierce through ev*ry hostile pow'r ; 
Encourag*d by thy gracious word. 
And led to victory ev*ry hour. 

Protect us then, O Lord, we pray ; 
Thine arm must bring salvation nigh ; 
That crown'd by thee in that great day. 
We may surround thy tYkione oa bi^^h. 
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THE TWENTY-SECOND SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY. 8. M. 

8HIRLANP. CABLISLB.-^MT. BPHRAIM. 

Thy household keep, O Lord, 
Thy church from ev*iy foe ; 

Thy never failing help afford 
In all her grief and woe. 

Strong in thy saving might, 
Her peace, may none molest ; 

In darkest hours be thou her light, 
And hush her fears to rest. 

Let heav'nly love abound ; 

And faith*s unfailing store 
Of goodly fruits in us be found. 

Increasing more and more. 

The work begun by thee, 
O Lord, thou wilt complete ; 

Till for thy heav'nly kingdom, we 
By grace are render*d meet. 

No longer, now, our own, 

,Bou^t with the Saviour's blood. 
Henceforth we would be thine alone. 
And yield ourselves to God. 

THE TWENTY.THIRD SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY, c. M. 

CAMBRIDQB. — HOWARD. — DBVIZK8. 

O Grod, our strength, our help, our shield. 

Our refuge in distress. 
To thee our grateful thanks we yield. 

And sing &y righteousness. 

All mercies flow from thee alone. 

All creatures look to thee ; 
And we thy richer love have kTvovrrv, 
Salvation Ml and free. 
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Lord hear our prayers, thy church uphold, 

Thy spirit now bestow ; 
May he thy heav'nly truths unfold, 

Till all thy goodness know. 

Grant that our humble names may be 

Inscrib'd within thy book, 
With all Christ's saints, who joyfully 

For his appearing, look. 

Our bodies vile, he shall renew, 
Our slumbering dust shall raise ; 

And with immortal strength endue, 
To sing his endless praise. 

THE TWENTY-FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY, c. M. 

MARTYRDOM. OXFORD. — UNIVKRSITT. 

O Lord, thy waiting people hear, 
And all their guilt remove. 

While they in faith to thee draw near. 
And seek thy pard'ning love. 

From all the bands of sin made free. 
Which chain our souls below ; 

O may we walk in peace with thee. 
Fearless of ev*ry foe. 

With cheering hope our souls revive. 

With joy our spirits fill ; 
That we in faith and love may strive 

To do thy righteous will. 

And may thy love our hearts console, 

In all our grief and pain ; 
TiU saved from death, our ransom'd soul 
Shall life eternal gain. 
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THE TWENTY-FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY, c. M. 

IRISH.^BBDFORD.^RICHMOND. 

O Lord, thy faithful people see, 
While here before thy throne ; 

May they delight to worship thee, 
And make thy goodness known. 

Stir up our wills, our souls renew. 
And heav*nly peace impart, 

That all may thy blest image view, 
Engraven on our heart. 

In holy fruits may we abound. 

In works of faith and love ; 
And may we be with glory crown'd. 

Among thy saints above. 

Thee, righteous Lord, we then shall see 

In all thy glory bright ; 
Not hanging on the cursed tree. 

But reigning in thy might. 

Thy cross, O Saviour, may we bear, 

Mark thy example giv*n ; 
Follow in all thy footsteps here» 

And rise to rest in heaven. 



HYMNS 

ON THE FESTIVALS, &c., ate. 



HYMN 1. c. M. 

ADVENT. [LuKK iv. 18—19.] 

CAMBRIDGE. — ST. STEPHEN'S.— RICHMOND. 

Hark the glad sound, the Saviour comes, 

The Saviour promis*d long ! 
Let every heart prepare a throne, 

And every voice a song. 

On him the spirit largely pour'd, 

Exerts his sacred Sre ; 
Wisdom and might, and zeal and love, 

His holy breast inspire. 

He comes, the prisoners to release. 

In Satan's bondage held ; 
The gates of brass before him burst. 

The iron fetters yield. 

He comes, from thickest films of vice 

To clear the mental ray ; 
And on the eye-balls of the blind 

To pour celestial day. 

He comes, the broken heart to bind, 

The bleeding soul to cure ; 
And with the treasures of his grace, 
To bless the humble poor. 
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Our glad hosannas, Prince of peace, 
Thy welcome shall proclaim ; 

And heaven's eternal arches ring 
With thy beloved name. 

HYMN 2. p. M. [8*8 & 7's.] 

BBMBDICTION. — SIC. MAR. — HATDN. 

Come, thou long expected Jesus ! 

Bom to set thy people free ; 
From our sins and fears release us, 

Let us find our rest in thee. 

Israel's strength and consolation, 
Hope of all the earth, thou art; 

Fond desire of every nation, 
Joy of every contrite heart 

Come, thy children to deliver, 
Bom a child and yet a king ; 

Come to reign in us for ever, 

Now thy gracious kingdom bring. 

By thine own eternal spirit. 
Rule in all our hearts alone ; 

By thine all sufficient merit. 
Raise us to thy glorious throne. 

HYMN 3. c. M. 

Is. xlii. 1 — 5, 

CAMBRIDGE. — WILTSHIRB. — UNIVBRSITY. 

Behold God's servant ! see him come, 

Exalted in his might ! 
Him hath he chosen, igid in him 

Placed his supreme delight. 
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On him, in rich effusion pour'd, 

The spirit shall descend ; 
God*s truth and judgment he shall show^ 

To earth's remotest end. 

Gentle and still shall be his voice, 
No threats from him proceed ; 

The smoking flax he shall not quench. 
Nor break the bruised reed.. 

The drooping spirit he will cheer, 

The fallen he will raise; 
Judgment shall he bring forth to trutby 

The meek shall sing his praise. 

The progress of his peaceful reign 

Shall never know decline, 
Till foreign lands and distant isles 

Receive the law divine. 



HYMN 4. L. M. 

DUKE ST. — ANGELS. — ST. GBORGB'S. 

HosANNA to the living Lord ! 

To Jesus, the incarnate word ! 
To Christ, Creator, Saviour, king, 

Let earth, let heaven hosanna sing. 

Hosanna ! Lord, thine angels cry ; 

Hosanna ! Lord, thy saints reply ; 
Above, beneath us and around. 

The dead and living swell the sound. 

O Saviour, with protecting care. 

Return to this thy house of prayer : 
Assembled in thy sacred name, 
Here we thy parting pxomiae c\^\xs\,. 
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But chiefest, in our cleansed breast, 

Eternal, bid thy spirit rest ; 
And make our secret soul to be 

A temple pure, and worthy thee. 

•So, in the last and dreadful day, 

When earth and heaven shall melt away; 

Thy flock, redeemed from sinful stain. 
Shall swell the sound of praise again. 

HYMN 6. D. B. M. 

SHIRLAND* — FALCON ST. — CARLISLE. 

Behold the prince of life, 

The chosen of the Lord ; 
God's well-beloved Son fulfils 

The sure prophetic word. 

Cloth'd with no pompous state. 

He seeks no earthly throne ; 
By meekness, patience, truth, and love, 

His dignity is shown. 

He comes, the light of men. 

His doctrine life imparts ; 
O may we feel its quick'ning power. 

To purify our hearts. 

Cheer' d by its beams, our souls 

Shall run the heav'nly way ; 
The path which Christ hath mark'd and trod, 

Leads to eternal day. 

Prepare the song of praise. 
To our incarnate king ; 
He comes, the promis'd Saviour comes, 
With heaVing on his wing. 
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Join all the hosts of heaven, 
To celebrate his birth ; 
Glory to God, sood will to men, 
And love and peace on earth. 

HTMN 6. p. M. [sn lO'e] 
CHRISTMAS. Leu ii. 6., ftc. 



Christians, awake, salute the happy mo 
Whereon the Saviour of mankind was boi 
Bise to adore the mystery of love. 
Which hosts of angels chaunted from aboi 
With them the joyful tidings first begun, 
Of God incarnate, and the Virgin's Son. 
Then to the watchful shepherds it was to 
Who heard th' angelic herald's vm 

" behold, 
I bring good tidings of a Saviour's birth 
To you, and all the nations upon earth ; 
This day hath God iulfill'd his promi 

This day is bom a Saviour, Christ, I 

Lord." 
He spake, and straightway the celest 

In hymns of joy, unknown before, conspii 
The praises of redeeming love they sang 
And heaven's whole orb with hidleluji 

rang; 
God's highest glory was their anthem still 
"Peace npon earth, and unto men gc 
mil. " 
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O may we keep and ponder in our mind, 
God's wondrous love in saying lost mankind; 
Trace we the babe, who hath retriev'd our 

loss, 
From his poor manger to his bitter cross ; 
Tread in his steps, assisted by his grace. 
Till man's first heav'nly state again takes 

place. 

Then may we hope, th' angelic hosts among. 
To find, redeem' d, a glad triumphant throng; 
He that was bom upon this joyful day. 
Around us all his glory shall display; 
Sav'd by his love incessant, we shall sing 
Eternal praise to heaven's almighty king. 

HYMN 7. c. M. 

LuKB iU 14. 

CAMBRIDGB. — ST. STEPHEN'S. — DBVIZB8. 



Mortals awake, with angels join, 

And chant the solemn lay ; 
Joy, love, and gratitude combine. 

To hail the happy day. 

In heaven the rapturous song began. 

And sweet seraphic fire 
Through all the shining legions ran, 

And strung and tun'd the lyre. 

Swift through the vast expanse it fiew. 

And loud the echo roll'd ; 
The theme, the song, the joy was new« 

'Twas more than heav'n co\3Xii\vc\^- 



Down through the portals of the si 

The joyful tidings ran ; 
And angels flew with eager joj, 

To bear the news to man. 
With joy the strain we will repeat, 

Glory to God on high ! 
Good will and peace are now comi 

Jesus was bom to die. 
Hail, Prince of life, for ever hail. 

Redeemer, brother, friend; 
Though earth and time, and life shoul 

Thy praise shall never end. 

HYMN 8. p. M. [7'b] 

LVEE U. 14. 



Hark ! the herald angels sing, 

"Glory to the new-bom king; 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 

God and sinners reconcil'd." 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise, 

Join the triumph of the skies; 
Hail the heaven-bom Prince of peact 

Hail the Sun of Righteousness. 
Mild he lays his glory by ; 

Bom, that men no more might die; 
Bom to raise the sons of earth ; 

Bom to give them second birth. 
Come, desire of nations, come; 

Fix in us thy humble home; 

Rise, the woman's promis'd seed. 

Bruise in ua the serpent's head. 



« 
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Adam*s likeness now efface. 
Stamp thine image in its place ; 

Second Adam from above, 
Re-instate us in thy love. 

Glory to the new-bom king," 
Let us all the anthem sing ; 
** Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
** God and sinners reconcird." 

HYMN 9. c. M. 

Is. ix. 6. 

ABRIDOE.<— BEDFORD. — DEVIZES. 

HosANNA to the royal Son 

Of David's ancient line ; 
His nature two, his person one. 

Mysterious and divine. 

Incarnate word, by every grief. 

By each temptation tried ; 
Who lived to yield our ills relief. 

And to redeem us, died ! 

If gaily cloth*d and proudly fed. 

In careless ease we dwell ; 
Remind us of thy manger-bed, 

And lowly cottage cell. 

If pressed by penury severe. 

In envious want we pine; 
May conscience whisper in our ear, 

A poorer lot was thine. 

From all the viewless snares of sin. 

Preserve us firm and free ; 
As thou, like us, hast grieved been> 

May we rejoice with tVie^, 
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HYMN 10. c. M. 

Is. ix. 6. 

ST. DAVID'S.—- CAMBRIDGE. — HOWARD. 

O Savioury whom this holy mom 
Gave to our world below ; 

To penury and labour bom. 
To weakness and to woe. 

The root of David, here we find, 
And offspring is the same ; 

Eternity and time are join'd 
In our ImmanueFs name. 

To us a child is bom to-day, 

To us a Son is giv'n ; 
Him, all the tribes of earth obey. 

And all the hosts of heav'n. 

His name shall be the Prince of peace, 

For evermore ador*d ; 
The wonderM, the counsellor, 

The everlasting Lord. 

HYMN 11. p. M. [8's & rs] 

SIC. MAR. — BBNBDICTION. HATDN. 

Lamb of God, who in the bosom 
Of the Father dwellest high. 
Once on earth our nature wearing, 
View us still with pitying eye. 
Jesus, thou art all compassion, 
Pure unbounded love thou art. 
Visit U8 with thy salvation. 
Enter ev'ry trembling Yvearl, 
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Lowly shepherds heard thy coming, 
Whilst they watch*d their flocks by night ; 
They beheld thy star in heav*n 
Blaze with new created light. 
Eastern princes haste to worship, 
Haste their Saviour to adore ; 
Costly presents, gold and spices. 
At thy infant feet they pour. 

All ye joyful hosts of heaven, 
Loudly speak the Saviour's praise ; 
Saints and angels in full chorus, 
Your seraphic voices raise. 
Let your ceaseless hallelujahs 
His transcendent love proclaim, 
Heav'n and earth with praise resounding 
To the blest Redeemer's name. 

HYMN 12. L. M. 

END OF THE YEAR. 

CHBLMSFORD. — ^ANGBLS.— OLD HUNDRBD. 

How many kindred souls are fled 
To the vast regions of the dead. 
Since from this day the changing sun 
Through his last yearly course hath run. 

We yet survive — ^but who can say, 

" Or through this year, or month, or day, 

** I will retain this vital breath ; 

** Thus &! at least in league with death." 

That breath is thine, eternal God, 
*Tis thine to fix the soul's abode : 
It holds its life from thee alone> 
On earth, or in the worlds uh\livo^tv» 
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To thee our spirits we resign ; 

Make them, and own them, still as thine ; 
So shall they rest secure from fear. 
Though death should blight the rising year. 

HYMN 13. 0. M. 

IRISH. ST. ANN'S. — ^WINDSOR. 

And now, my soul, another year 

Of thy short life is past ; 
I cannot long continue here, 

And this may be my last. 

Much of my dubious life is gone, 

Nor will return again ; 
And swift my passing moments run, 

The few that yet remain. 

Awake, my soul, with utmost care 

Thy true condition learn; 
What are thy hopes — ^how sure, how fair ? 

And what thy great concern ? 

Now a new scene of time begins. 

Set out afresh for heav'n ; 
Seek pardon for thy former sins, 

In Christ so freely given. 

Devoutly yield thyself to God, 

And on his grace depend ; 
With zeal pursue the heavenly road, 

Nor doubt a happy end. 

HYMN 14. p. M. [7's] 

HOTHAM. 

Time by moment steals away. 
First the hour and then the day ; 

Small the daily loss appears. 

Yet it soon amounts to years. 
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Thus another year is flown, 
And is now no more our own, 
(Though it brought or promised good,) 
Than Uie years before die flood. 

But each year, let none, forget. 
Finds and leaves us deep in debt; 
Favours from the Lord receiv*d. 
Sins that have the spirit griev'd, 
Mark*d by God*s unerring hand. 
In his book recorded stand ; 
Who can tell the vast amount 
Plac'd to each of our account ? 

We have nothing. Lord, to pay. 
Take, O take our guilt away : 
Self-condemn'd, on thee we call. 
Freely, Lord, forgive us all. 
If we see another year. 
May we spend it in thy fear ; 
All its days devote to thee, 
Living for eternity. 

HYMN 15. p. M. [6's & 8's] 

NEW YEAR. (LuKK xiU. 6—9.) 

PROPER. — GROVE. 

The Lord of earth and sky, 
The God of ages praise ; 
Who reigns enthroned on high, 
Ancient of endless days ; 
Who lengthens out our trial here, 
And spares us yet anodieT ^eax« 
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Barren and wither' d trees, 

We cumbered long the ground ; 
No fruit of holiness 

On our dead souls was found. 
Yet doth he us in mercy spare, 
Another and another year. 

When justice bar'd the sword, 

To cut the fig-tree down, 
The pity of our Lord 

Cried, " Let it still alone : " 
The father mild inclined his ear, 
And spar'd us yet another year. 

Jesus, thy speaking blood 

From God obtained the grace. 
Who therefore hath bestow'd 
On us a longer space : 
GThou didst in our behalf appear, 
And, lo, we see another year. 

Then dig about our root, 

Break up our fallow ground. 
And let our gracious frmt 
To thy great praise abound : 
O let us all thy praise declare, 
And fruit unto perfection bear. 

HYMN 16. 0. M. 

UNIVERSITY. — ^SOUTHWKALD. — ^RICHMOND* 

Remark, my soul, the narrow bounds 

Of the revolving year ; 
How swift the weeks complete their rounds, 
How swiftly disappear. 
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So fast eternity comes on, 

And that important day, 
When God, what sinful man has done. 

In judgment shall survey. 

Waken, O God, my trifling heart. 

Its great concern to see ; 
That I may act the christian part. 

And give the year to thee. 

So shall their course more ffratel^ roll. 
Should future years be given ; 

Or this shall bear my willing soul 
To endless rest in heaven. 

HYMN 17. p. M. [7*8] 

GBBMAN. — ALMA. — ^ALCBSTBR. 

Bless, O Lord, the opening year. 
To each soul assembled here ; 

Clothe thy word with pow'r divine. 
Make us willing to be thine. 

Let the minds of all our youth 
Feel the force of sacred truth ; 

While the gospel-call they hear. 
May they learn to love and fear. 

Shepherd of thy blood-bought sheep 
Teach the stony heart to weep ; 

Let the blind have eyes to see. 
See their sins,' and look on ^ee. 

Where thou hast thy work begun. 
Give new strengUi the race to run : 

Scatter darkness, doubts, and fears ; 
Wipe hway the mourner's teai^. 
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Bless us all, both old and young, 
Call forth praise from ev'ry tongue 

Let this whole assembly prove 
All thy pow'r and all thy love. 
HYMN 18. L. M. 

EPIPHANY. 



Lo, in the east appears a star 
In eastern skies unseen before ; 
And ancient sages from afar 
Hasten the myst'ry to explore. 
These ancient sages, led from far. 
Began their doubtful, anxious way ; 
Nor rested till the wand'ring star 
Stood o'er the place where Jesus lay. 
They came, they saw, and they adorV 
Each costly treasure they unfold. 
And offer to their infant Lord, 
Their myrrh, their frankincense and g 
That star to us its light imparts ; 
May we its guiding rays pursue, 
And with the homage of our hearts 
To Jesus come, and worship too. 
May we through life its guidance trac 
And mark its path o'er earthly things 
Until it leads us to the place, 
Where Jesus reigns the king of kings. 
Light of the world, O Saviour, rise; 
Nor cease to shed thy cheering ray, 
Tiil o'er all lands beneath the skies 
Thy gtory shines in perfect da.^. 
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HYMN 19. p. M. [ll's & lO's] 

Brightest and best of the sons of the 

morning, 
Dawn on our darkness and lend iis thine 

aid ; 
Star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are 

shining. 
Low lies his head with the beasts of the 

stall; 
Angels adore him in slumber reclining — 
Maker, and monarch, and Saviour of all. 

Say, shall we yield him, in costly devotion, 
Odours of Edom, and offerings divine, 
Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the 

ocean. 
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the 

mine? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation ; 
Vainly with gifts would his favour secure; 
Richer by far is the heart's adoration. 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness and led us thine 

aid ; 
Star of the east, the horizon adorning, - 
Guide where our infant Redeemer \^\acA« 
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HYMN 20. p. M. [7's] 

GERMAN. — PORTUOUBSB. — ^ALMA. 

Sons of men, behold from far. 
Hail the long expected star ; 

Jacob's star, that gilds the night. 
Guides bewilder*d nature right. 

Mild it shines on all beneath, 

Piercing through the shades of death ; 
Scattering error's wide-spread night, 

Kindling darkness into light. 

Nations all, far off and near, 
Haste to see your God appear ; 

Haste, for him your hearts prepare. 
Meet him manifested here. 

Now behold the day-spring rise. 
Pouring light upon your eyes ; 

See it chase the shades away, 
Shining unto perfect day. 

Sing, ye morning stars, again, 
God descends to dwell widi men ; 

Let his praise our lips employ ; 
Shout, ye sons of God, for joy. 

HYMN 21. c. M. 

Rbt. xxii. 16. 

SHEPHERD. — DBVIZBS. — ST. STEPHEN'S. 

When the dark shades of ev'ning jflee. 
And light's soft beams appear. 

Among the eastern clouds we see 
The bright and morning star. 

Fit emblem of that star divine. 
Which sheds celestial light ; 
Whose rays the brightest gem outshine 
That e'er adom'd the m%\vt. 
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O heav'nly star, thy beams extend, 

Scatter the clouds of woe ; 
Let ev'ry nation, ev'ry land. 

Thy genial influence know. 

O shine around life's dreary path. 

To guide our future days ; 
And through the gloomy vale of death. 

Impart Uiy cheering rays. 

May we amid the angelic throng 

Around thy throne appear. 
And praise, in one eternal song. 

The bright and morning star. 

HYMN 22. L. M. 

The Penitenft Prayer. 

MBLCOMBB. — WEBBB. — CHELMSFORD. 

Jesus, full of truth and grace, 
More full of grace than I of sin : 
Yet once again I seek thy face. 
Open thine arms and take me in. 

Iliou know*st the way to bring me back, 
toy fallen spirit to restore : 
Ohy for thy truth and mercy's sake, 
Forgive and bid me sin no more. 

The stone to flesh, O Lord, convert ; 
The veil of sin once more remove ; 
Sprinkle thy blood upon my heart, 
ibid melt it by thy dying love. 

Grive to mine eyes refreshing tears, 
And kindle my relentings now : 
Fill my whole soul with filial fears. 
And to thj joke my spirit bow. 
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See, what unbounded zeal and lov« 

laflam'd the Saviour's breast, 
When stediast towards Jerusalem, 

His urgent way he press'd. 
Good-will to man, and zeal for Goc 

His ev'ry thought engross ; 
He longs to be baptized with blood 

He thirsts to reach the cross. 
With all his sufTrings full in view. 

And woes to us unknown. 
Forth to the work his spirit flew, 

His pity ui^'d him- on. 
By his obedience unto death 

See Paradise restor'd ; 
And fallen man brought face to face 

With his forgiving Lord. 
Prepare us, Lord, to view thy crose 

Who all our griefs hast borne ; 
To look on thee, whom we have pii 

To look on thee, and mourn : 
While thus we mourn, may we rejoi 

And, as thy cross we see, 
May each exclaim in faith and hope 

The Saviour died for me> 

HYMN 24. p. M. [an 7'i 



Go to dark Gethsemane, 

Ve that feel the tempter's pow' 
Yonr Redeemer's conflict see ; 
Watch with him one bitter hou 
Turn not from his griefe awa.y. 
Learn from him to waltV an4 -pta-^ . 
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See him at the judgment hall, 

Beaten, bound, reviPd, arraigned ; 
See him meekly bearing all, 
Love to man his soul sustain'd : 
Shun not suffering, shame, or loss. 
Learn of Christ to bear the cross. 

Calvary's mournful mountain view, 

There the Lord of glory sec, 
Ma4e a sacrifice, for you 
Dying on the accursed tree : 
" It is finished," hear him cry, 
Learn of Jesus Christ to die. 

HYMN 25. c. M. 

WINDSOR. — HOWARD. — ABRIDGE. 

Dark vias the night, and cold the ground 

On which the Lord was laid ; 
His sweat, like drops of blood ran down. 

In agony he pray'd : 

" Father, remove this bitter cup, 

" If such thy sacred will ; 
" If not, content to drink it up, 

" Thy pleasure I fulfil." 

Go to the garden, sinner, see 
Those precious drops that fiow ; 

The heavy load he bore for thee ; 
Thy sin has laid him low. 

Then learn of him the cross to bear ; 

Thy Father's will obey; 
And, when temptations sore draw near, 

Awake to watch and pray. 

g2 
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HYMN 26. c. M. 

THE CRUCIFIXION. 

UNIYBRSITY. — ^WIMDSOE. — LONDON. 

" Weep not for me but for yourselves,** 

The gentle Saviour said, 
When impious men the Lamb of God 

To savage slaughter led. 

Not for thy sufferings, blessed Lord, 

Thy death and cruel woes 
We mourn, but for the fatal cause. 

Whence all those sorrows rose. 

If still in sin we take delight, 

And still our lust retain, 
Vain is this day to us; and thou 

For us hast died in vain, 

O then, before thy sacred cross. 

Repentant let us kneel ; 
And for those sins that caus'd thy death, 

Remorse and horror feel. 

View we, with eyes of faith, thy blood 

Shed on the cursed tree ; 
And, mindful that thou died'st for us, 

For ever live to thee. 

HYMN 27. 0. M. 

1EI8H. — BEDFORD. ST. ANN'S. 

Infinite grief, amazing woe, 

Behold our bleeding Lord ! 
See him expiring on the tree. 

Whom heav*nTy hosts adored ! 

What pain and grief unspeakable 

Our blest Redeemer bore ; 
While cruel scourges, nails and thorns 
His sacred body tote. 
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But scourge, and nail, and pointed thorn 

In vain do we accuse ; 
Vainly we blame the Roman bands, 

Or the more wicked Jews. 

Our sins, alas ! our cruel sins, 

His chief tormentors were ; 
Each of our crimes became a nail, 

And unbelief a spear. 

Strike, mighty grace, our flinty souls. 

Till melting waters flow; 
And deep contrition drown our eyes, 

In undissembled woe. 

Nor tears alone, O Lord, we ask, 
But grace, our hearts to give. 

In willing sacrifice to him, 
Who died, that we might live. 

HYMN 28. c. M. 

IRISH. — ^BBDFOED. — MARTYRDOM. 

Alas, and did my Saviour bleed. 
And did my Sovereign die ? 

Would he devote that sacred head. 
For such a worm as I ? 

Was it for crimes that I had done 
He groaned upon the tree ? 

\mazing pity, grace unknown, 
And love beyond degree. 

Veil might the sun in darkness hide, 
And shut his glories in ; 
^hen God the mighty Makex died, 
¥or man the creature^s siu. 

g3 
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While his dear cross appears, 
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness 

And melt my eyes in tears. 
But drops of grief can ne'er repay 

The debt of love I owe; 
Here, Lord, I give myself away, 

'Tis all that I can do. v 

HTMN 29. C. M. 



Behold the Saviour of mankind 

Nail'd to the shameful tree ; 
How vast the love that him inclin'd 

To bleed and die for me. 
Hark, how he groans ; while nature a 

And earth's strong pillars bend ; 
The temple's veil in sunder breaks. 

The solid marbles rend. 
The precious lansom now is paid, 

" Receive my soul," he cries ; 
Behold ! he bows his sacred head — 

He bows his head and dies. 
But bursting soon death's dismal cha 

He proves himself divine ; 
O Lamb of God, was ever pain. 

Was ever love like thine. 

HYMN 30. c. M. 



My Saviour hanging on the tree. 
In agonies and blood, 
Seem'd once to turn his eyes on m 
Aa near bis cross I sVkA. 
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Oh, never till my latest breath 

Can I forget that look ; 
It seem'd to charge me with his death, 

Though not a word he spoke. 

My conscience felt and own'd the guilt, 

And plung'd me in despair, 
I saw my sins his blood had spilt. 

And help'd to nail him there. 

Alas, I knew not what I did ; 

But now my tears are vainj 
Where shall my trembling soul be hid ; 

For I the Lord have slain. 

A second look he gave, which said, 

" I freely all forgive ; 
'* This blood is for thy ransom paid, 

" I die that thou may*st live. 

Thus while his death my sin displays 

In all its blackest hue, 
(Such is the mystery of grace,) 

It seals my pardon too. 

HYMN 31. c. M. 

ABRIDGE. — IRISH. — ST. ANN's. 

Why are these direful omens sent, 
That heaven and earth amaze ? 

Why cleaves the ground, with earthquakes 
rent? 
Why hides the sun its rays ? 

Well may the earth astonish'd shake ; 

The sleeping dead arise. 
And heav*n a veil of darkness take \ 

When the Creator dies. 
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And well may we each guilty head 

In shame and sorrow hide ; 
While we reflect for whom he bled. 

For whom the Saviour died. 

For us those pangs his soul assail, 

For us this death is borne ; 
Our sins gave sharpness to the nail, 

And pointed every thorn. 

Those sins which crucified the Lord, 

May we in truth deplore ; 
And, while his sufferings we record, 

Have grace to sin no more. 

HYMN 32. L. M. 

CHELMSFORD. — MBLCOMBB. — OLD BUNDRKD. 

'Tis finished, so the Saviour cried. 
And meekly bow'd his head and died ; 
'Tis finish'd — yes, the work is done, 
The battle fought, the victory won. 

'Tis finish'd — all that heaven decreed. 
And all that ancient prophets said. 
Is now fulfill'd, as long design'd, 
In Christ the Saviour of mankind. 

'Tis finish'd — Aaron now no more 
Must stain his robes with purple gore ; 
The sacred veil is rent in twain. 
And Jewish rites no more remain. 

'Tis finish'd — Jesu's dying groan 
For all transgressions shall atone ; 
Millions of souls are sav'd from death, 
By this his last expiring \>Tea\^. 
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'Tis finish*d — heaven is reconcil'd, 
And all the powers of darkness spoiPd ; 
Peace, love, and happiness again 
Return, and dwell with sinful men. 

*Tis finished — ^let the joyful sound 
Be heard through aHl the nations round ; 
'Tis finished— let the echo fly 
Through heaven and hell, through earth 
and sky. 

HYMN 33. 0. M. 

CAMBRIDGE. — ST. 8TBPHBM*8. — DBV1ZB8. 

AoAiN the Lord of life and light 

Awakes the kindling ray. 
Unseals the eyelids of the mom, 

And pours increasing day. 

Oh, what a night was that, which wrapt 

The heathen world in gloom ! 
Oh, what a sun, which broke this day 

Triumphant from the tomb. 

The powers of darkness leagu'd in vain, 

To bind oiur Lord in deadi ; 
He shook their kingdom, when he fell. 

By his expiring breath. 

And now his conquering chariot-wheels 

Ascend the lofty skies ; 
Broken beneath his powerful cross, 

Death's iron sceptre lies. 

This day be grateful homage paid, 

And loud hosannas sung ; 
Let gladness dwell in every hearty 

And praise on every tongue. 
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Ten thousand different lips shall join 

To hail this happy mom : 
Which scatters blessings from its wings 

On nations yet miborn. 

HYMN 34. p. M. [6's & S's.] 

PROPER. — OROVE. 

The happy morn is come, 

Triumphant o'er the grave, 
The Saviour leaves the tomb, 
Omnipotent to save ; 
Captivity is captive led, 
For Jesus liveth that was dead. 

Who now accuses them 

For whom their surety died ? 
Who now shall those condemn 
Whom God hath justified ? 
Captivity is captive led, 
For Jesus livedi that was dead. 

Christ hath the ransom paid, 

The glorious work is done ; 
On him our help is laid; 
By him our victory won; 
Captivity is captive led. 
For Jesus liveth that was dead. 

Hail the triumphant Lord ! 
The resurrection — Thou! 
Hail the incarnate word, 
Before thy throne we bow : 
Captivity is captive led, 
Since Jesus liveth that was dea^. 
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HYMN 35. p. M. 

EA8TBR. 

Jesus Christ is risen to-day ; Hallelujah 
Our triumphant holiday ; Hallelujah 
Who so lately on the cross, Hallelujah 
Sufier'd to redeem our loss. Hallelujah. 

Hymns of praises let us sing, Hallelujah 
Unto Chriat oar heavenly king. Hallelujah 
Who endured the cross and grave, Hallel. 
Sinners to redeem and save. Hallelujah 

For the pains which he endured, Hallel. 
Our salvation have secured. Hallelujah 
Now he reigns above the sky. Hallelujah 
Where the angels ever cry Hallelujah. 

HYMN 36. p. M. [7's] 

GERMAN. — PORTUOUK8K. — ALCBSTBR. 

Jesus, rising from the dead, 
Bruis*d to-day the serpent's head ; 
Now the vanquished powers of hell 
Swift from heaven like lightning fell. 

Love's redeeming work is done; 
Fought the fight, the battle won : 
Vain the stone — ^the watch how vain ! 
Christ has burst to life again. 

Soar we now where Christ hath led. 
Following our exalted head ; 
Made like him, like him we irise ; 
Ours the cross, the grave, the skies. 

Sinners, glad your voices raise ; 
Sing your great Redeemer*s praise; 
Raise your joys and triumphs high ; 
Sing, ye heavens, thou earth, repVN* 
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HYMN 37. c. M. 

ST. David's. — Cambridge. — detizes^ 
The sun of righteousness appears, 

To set in blood no more ; 
Adore the scatterer of your fears, 

Your rising sun adore. 

The paints, when he resigned his breath, 
Unclos'd their sleeping eyes ; 

He breaks again the bonds of death — 
Again the dead arise. 

Alone the dreadful race he ran, 
Alone the wine-press trod : 

He died and suffered as a man, 
He rises as a God. 

In vain the stone, the watch, the seal. 

Forbid an early rise. 
To him who breaJis the gates of hell. 

And opens Paradise. 

HYMN 38. p. M. [6'8 & 8's] 

P ROPE R .— O ROVE . 

The Lord is ris'n indeed. 

And bids his members rise; 
Ye saints, by Jesus freed. 
Behold him in the skies ; 
This is the day the Lord hath made ; 
Rejoice and be for ever glad. 

Jesus ! to us impart 

Thy resurrection's power ; 
Then teach our quickened heart 
Thy goodness to adore ; 
To join with the redeemed above. 
Rejoicing in thy paidoinng\oNe. 
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Assure our feeble faith, 

Of thy forgiving grace ; 
Till thro* the gate of death, 
We pass to see thy face; 
And in the heav'nly rest above, 
Rejoice in thy redeeming love. 

HYMN 39. p. M. [6's & 8'b] 

PROPIR.—<}ROy£. 

Yes, the Redeemer rose. 
The Saviour left the dead, 
And o'er our hellish foes 
High rais'd his conquering head ; 

In wild dismay, 

The guards aroimd, 

Fell to the ground^ 

And sunk away. 

Lo, the angelic bands 
In full assembly meet. 
To wait his hi^ commands, 
Aiid worship at his feet : 

Joyful they come. 

And wing their way 

From resdms of day. 

To such a tomb. 

Then back to heaven they flyy 
And the glad tidings bear; 
Hark ! as they soar on high^ 
What music fills the air! 

Their anthems say, 

" Jesus who bled 

Hath left the dead ; 

He rose to day." 
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Ye mortals catch the sound, 
Redeem'd by him from hell ; 
And send the echo round 
The globe on which you dwell : 

Transported, cry, 

*' Jesus who bled 

Hath left the dead, 

No more to die." 

All hail, triumphant Lord, 
Who sav'st us with thy blood ; 
Wide be thy name ador*d. 
Thou rising, reigning God; 

With thee we rise, 

With thee we reign. 

And empires gain 

Beyond the skies. 

HYMN 40. s. M. 

FALCON ST.— 8HIRLAND. CARL18LK. 

" The Lord is risen indeed : " 
And are the tidings true ? 
Yes, we beheld the Saviour bleed. 
And saw him living too. 

" The Lord is risen indeed : *' 
Then justice asks no more : 
Mercy and truth are now agreed. 
Which stood opposed before. 

" The Lord is risen indeed : " 
Then is his work perform'd ; 
The captive surety now is freed, 
And death our foe diaaxm' d. 
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" The Lord is risen indeed : " 
Then hell has lost its prey : 
With him is risen the ransom'd seed, 
To reign in endless day, 

" The Lord is risen indeed : ** 
Attending angels hear ; 
Up to the courts of heaven, with speed, 
The joyful tidings bear. 

Then take your golden lyres, 
And strike each cheerful chord ; 
Join all the bright celestial choirs. 
To sing our risen Lord. 

HYMN 41. c. M. 

DIVIZBS. — UNIVBRSITT. — HOWARD. 

When Jesus from the vanquished grave 

Ascended up on high. 
He gave to all his saints a pledge, 

That they should never die. 

Though for a ti^me they sleep in dust. 

Each resUng in his bed. 
Soon the archangel's trump shall sounds 

And call them from the dead. 

May we have grace to persevere. 

Obedient unto death. 
United to our risen Lord, 

By true and living faith. 

Then, all unworthy as we are. 

For us, against that day, 
A crown of glory is reserved. 

That ne*er shall fade away. 
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Help us then, Lord, to live to thee 
Our Prophet, Priest, and king ; 

To finish here our course with joy, 
And thus in death to sing. 

" We know that our Redeemer lives, 
" Who bought us with his blood ; 

" We know that we shall live with him, 
** And in our flesh see God.*' 

HYMN 42. p. M. 

ASCENSION. 

BASTEB. 

Hail ! the day that sees him rise, Hallel. 
Glorious to his native skies ; Hallelujah 
Christ, awhile to mortals giv'n, H^lelujah 
Enters now the highest heav'n. Hallelujah 

There the glorious triumph waits, Hallel. 
Lift your heads, eternal gates ! Hallelujah 
Christ has vanquished death and sin ; Hal. 
Take the king of glory in. Hallelujah. 

Lo, the heav'n its lord receives, Hallelujah 
Yet he loves the earth he leaves ; Hallel. 
Though returning to his throne, Hallelujah 
Still he calls ma^dnd his own. Hallelujah 

Still for us he intercedes. Hallelujah 
His prevailing death he pleads : Hallel. 
Near himself prepares our place, Hallel. 
Harbinger of human race. Hallelujah 

O, though parted firom our sight, Hallel. 
Far above yon azure height. Hallelujah 
Grant our hearts may thither rise, Hallel. 
Peeking thee above the sWe** H«5\^Vix\ah 
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HYMN 43. L. M. 

CHBLMSFORD. — MBLCOMBB. — DUKB ST. 

The Lord who once on Calvary bled, 
And rose triumphant from the dead, 
Pursues in heav*n his plan of grace, 
The friend of man's apostate race. 

There as our advocate he reigns, 
Touch'd with the feeling of our pains ; 
And still remembers, in the skies. 
His tears, and agonies, and cries. 

In ev'ry pang that rends the heart, 
The man of sorrows bears a part ; 
Our ev'ry load of grief he shares. 
And saves our souls from Satan's snares. 

Oh, let us then before the throne 
With boldness make our sorrows known ; 
And seek, from fears distrusted freed, 
His grace to help in time of need. 

HYMN 44. c. M. 
John xvii. 24. 

CAMBRID6B. — DBYIZBS. — 8T. STBPHBN's. 

Awake, sweet gratitude, and sing 
The ascended Saviour's love ; 

Sinff how he lives to carry on 
His people's cause above* 

With cries and tears he offered up 

His humble suit below ; 
But with authority he asks, 

Enthron'd in glory, now. 

For all that come to Grod by him, 

Christ the Redeemer stands, 
Points to their names upon his bte«&X> 

And spreads bia wounded Yianda. 
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Eternal life, at his request, 

To ev'ry saint is giv'n ; 
Safety on earth, and, after death, 

The plenitude of heav'n ; 

His great atoning sacrifice 

Gives sanction to his claim, — 

" Father, I will that all my saints 
" Be with me where I am ! '* 

HYMN 45. c. M. 

Is. xxxii. 2. 

WILTSHIRE. — HOWARD. — BEDFORD. 

He, who on earth as man was known, 
And bore our sins and pains ; 

Now seated on th' eternal throne, 
The Lord of glory reigns. 

While harps unnumber'd sound his praise 

In yonder world above ; 
His saints on earth admire his ways, 

And triumph in his love. 

His righteousness to faith revealed, 
Wrought out for guilty worms, 

Affords a hiding place and shield, 
From enemies and storms. 

When troubles, like a burning sun, 

Beat heavy on their head ; 
To this almighty rock they run. 

And find a welcome shade. 

How glorious he, how happy they 

In such a glorious firiend ; 
Whose love secures them all the way, 
And crowns them at tYie end. 



HYMNS. 139 

HYMN 46. p. M. [6'a & 8's] 

PROPER. GROVB. 

Join all the glorious names 

Of wisdom, love, and pow'r. 
That mortals ever knew, 
That angels ever bore ; 
All are too mean to speak his worth, 
Too mean to set the Saviour forth. 

Great prophet of our God, 

Our tongues shall bless thy name ; 
By thee the joyful news 
Of our salvation came : 
The joyful news of sins forgiv'n. 
Of hell subdu*d, and peace with heav*n. 

Jesus our great High Priest, 

Has shed his blood and died : 
Our guilty conscience needs 
No sacrifice beside : 
His precious blood did once atone 
And now it pleads before the throne. 

Thou great almighty Lord, 

Our conqu*ror and our king; 
Thy sceptre and thy sword. 
Thy reigning grace we sing : 
Thine is the power, O make us sit 
In willing bonds beneath thy feet. 

HYMN 47. c. M. 

Phil. u. 10.— 11. 

cambridox. — st. stephen's. — devizes. 

Jesus, exalted far on high. 

To whom a name is given, 
Surpassing every other name 

On earth reveal'd, or heaven. 
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Before thy tlirone shall every knee 

Bow down with one accord ; 
Before thy throne shall every tongue 

Confess that thou art Lord. 
Jesus, who in the form of God 

Did'st equal honour claim ; 
Yet to redeem our guilty souls, 

Didst stoop to death and shame. 
Oh, may that mind be form'd in us, 

Which shone bo bright in thee ; 
May we be humble, lowly, meek, 

From pride and envy ftee. 
As thy disciples, may we learn 

To emulate thy love ; 
So shall we bear thine image here. 

And share thy throne above. 

HYMN 48. E. M. 
■WHITSUNTIDE. 



Spirit of mercy, truth, and love, 
O shed thy influence from above ; 
And still, from age to age, convey 
The wonders of &is sacred day. 
In every clime, by every tongue, 
Let joyful, thankful praise he sung, 
And all the listening earth be taught 
The wonders by the Saviour wrought. 
Unfailing comforter, and guide. 
Over thy favour'd church preside ; 
May mU mankind thy bleaaings prove, 
Spirit of mercy, tru^, an4\o-^e. 
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HYMN 49. c. M. 

BI8H0PTH0RPB. ST. DAVID'S. — UNIVBB8ITT. 

Spirit of truth, on this thy day, 

To thee for help we cry, 
To guide us through the dreary way 

Of dark mortality. 

We ask not, Lord, the cloven flame. 

Or tongues c^ various tone; 
But long thy praises to proclaim 

With fervour in our own. 

We mourn not that prophetic skill 

Is found on earth no more ; 
Enough for us to trace thy will 

In scripture's sacred lore. 

We neither have nor seek the power 

111 demons to control ; 
But thou, in dark temptation's hour, 

Shalt chase them from the soul. 

No heavenly music soothes our ear. 

No mystic dreams we share ; 
Yet may we feel thy presence near. 

In answer to our prayer. 

When tongues shall cease, and power decay. 
And knowledge empty prove. 

Do thou thy trembling servants stay 
With faith, and hope, and love. 

HYMN 50. c. M. 

BI8H0PTH0RPB. — WILTSHIRE. — ST. JAMBS*. 

O thou that once in fiery tongues 

Didst openly appear ; 
Come, visit now each heart that low^ 

To entertain thee here. 



I 
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And though not like a mighty wind. 

Nor with a rushing noise ; 
* May we thy calmer comforts find, 

And hear thy still small voice. 
Not for the gift of tongues we pray. 

Nor power the sick to heal ; 
Give wisdom to direct our way. 

And strength to do thy will. 
We pray to be renew'd within, 

And reconcii'd to God ; 
To have our conscience wash'd from sii 

In the Redeemer's blood. 

HTMN 51. p. M. [S'b & 6'b] 

Let songs of praises fill the sky ; 

Christ, OUT ascended Lord, 
Sends down his spirit from on high, 
According to his word ; 
AH hail the day of Pentecosf, 
The coming of the Holy Ghost. 
Tlie spirit, by his heavenly breath, 

New life creates within ; 
He quickens sinners ftom the death 
Of trespasses and sin : 
All hail the day of Pentecost, 
The coming of the Holy Ghost. 

The things of Christ the spirit takes, 

And shews them unto men ; 
The fallen soul his temple makes ; 
God's image stamps again : 
All bail the day of Pentecost, 
The coming of the Ho\y GlnoaJ,. 
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Come, holy spirit, from above. 

With' thy celestial fire ; 
Come, and with flames of zeal and love 
Our hearts and toi^es inspire ; 
Be this our day of Pentecost, 
The coming of the Holy Ghost, 

HYMN 52. D. B. M. 

SHIRIJOVD. CARU8LB. — HADLBIGH. 

Lord God, the Holy Ghost, 

In this accepted hour, 
Now on the day of Pentecost, 

Descend in all thy power. 

We meet with one accord 

In this thy holy place, 
And wait the promise of our Lord, 

The spirit of all grace. 

Like mighty rushing wind 

Upon the waves beneath. 
Move with one impulse every mind, 

One soul, one feeling breathe : 

The young, the old inspire 

With wisdom from above ; 
And kindle in our hearts the fire 

Of prayer, and praise, and love. 

Spirit of light, explore 

And chase our gloom away, 
With lustre shining more and more 

Unto the perfect day. 

Spirit of truth, be thou 

In life and death our guide ; 
O spirit of adoption, now 

Maj wc he sanctified. 
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Coke, Holy Spirit, came, 

Let thy bright beams ariBC ; 
Dispel the darkness (torn our minda, 

And open all our eyes. 

Convince us of our sin, 

Then lead to Jesu's blood; 
And to our wonderii^ view reveal 

The secret love of God. 

Cheer our desponding hearts 

With consolation sweet, 
Give us to lie, with humble hope. 

At our Redeemer's feet. 

Revive our drooping faith, 

Our doubts and fears remove. 
And kindle in our breasts the flame 

Of never-dying love. 

'Tis thine to cleanse the heart. 

To sanctify the soul, 
To pour fresh life in every part 

And new create the whole. 

Dwell therefore in our hearts. 

Our minds from bondage free. 
Then shall we know, and praise, and 1 

The Father, Son, and thee. 

HYMN 54. I. M. 



Eternal spirit, we confess 
And sing the wtNiders of thy grace ; 
Thy power conveys our blessings dow; 
From God the Father aa&th«%Q&. 
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Enlightened by thy heavenly ray, 
Our inward darkness turns to day ; 
And by that holy light we view 
Our danger and our refuge too. 

Thy gracious influence within, 
Has power to free us from our sin ; 
Our pride and passion to subdue. 
And form our wretched hearts anew. 

The troubled conscience knows thy voice, 
Thou bid'st the broken heart rejoice ; 
Thy words allay the stormy wind, 
And calm the surges of the mind. 

HYMN 55. p. M. 

ETON. CARET. — LUTHER. 

Come, Holy Spirit, from above, 
Impart thy gifts of grace and love ; 
Come, visit with celestial fire, 
And with thyself our souls inspire ; 
That we may relish things divme, 
And to the word of God incline. 

What ills soever may befall, 
Thou art the comforter in aU, 
-peputed from the throne of grace» 
• bless and guide the human race; 
e strength of that almighty hand, 
hose pow*rdoesheav*nandearth command. 

^^^roceeding spirit, our defence, 
5;7^j^ lieav*nly light to us dispense ; 
''•^^'^i sin and sorrow set us free, 
/^ci. ii7^ke thy temples worthy thee ; 
^c^vj^/x feeble we, alas ! and frail, 
'^t i74>t: the world or flesh prevail, 

H 
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Chase from our minda th' infernal 
And peace, the fruit of love, beBto 
And, lest our feet should step asti 
Direct and keep us in the way ; 
May we etemal truth receive, 
And practise all that we believe. 

HYMN 56. c. M. 
TRINITY. 

Let them neglect diy glory, Lord, 

Who never knew thy grace ; 
But we with gladness will record 

Thy wondrous works and ways. 
We raise our songs, O God, to the 

And how before thy throne : 
Glory to the united three, 

The undivided one. 
We praise the great Jehovah's nan 

Who formed us by a word ; 
Whose love beheld our min'd fran 

And hy his grace restored. 
Hosanna ! — let the earth and sky 

Repeat the joyful sound ; 
And to the glorious Trinity, 

Let ceaseless praise redound. 

HYMN 57. L. M. 



Father of heav'n, whose love pro: 
A ransom for. our souls hath found 
Before thy throne we sinners bend, 
To us thy pard'ning \ove e-rt«n\d. 
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aighty Son, incarnate^ Word, 
ur prophet, priest. Redeemer, Lord ; 
before thy throne we sinners bend ; 
Co us thy saving grace extend. 

Eternal spirit, by whose breath 
The soul is raised from sin and death, 
Before thy throne we sinners bend ; 
To us thy quickening power extend. 

Jehovah, Father, Spirit, Son, 
Mysterious godhead, three in one ! 
Before thy throne we sinners bend, 
Grace, pardon, life, to us extend. 

HYMN 68, p. M. [6'8 & 8's] 

PROPBiU — GROVB. 

To God the Father, yield 

Immortal praise and love. 

For all our comforts here. 

And all our hopes above : 
He sent his own eternal Son 
To die for sins which man had done. 

To God the eternal Son 
Let praise immortal flow. 
Who bought us with his blood. 
Who saves from endless woe : 
And now on high he lives and reigns. 
And sees the fruit of all his pains. 

To God the Holy Ghost 

Immortal honours give ; 

Whose new creating power 

Makes the dead soul revive ; 
His work completes the great dm^ti^ 
And Blh the aoul with joy divine. 

h2 
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Immortal praise to thee, 

O Father, Spirit, Son, 

The undivided three. 

The great mysterious one ; 
With all her powers, where reason fails, 
There love adores, and faith prevails. 

HYMN 59. p. M. [7's] 

GERMAN. — P0RTU6UK8E. — ALCB8TER. 

Glory be to God on high, 

God, whose glory fills the sky ; 

Peace on earth, and man forgiV*n, 
Man the well-belov'd of heav'n. 

Sovereign Father, heavenly king. 
Thee we now presume to sing : 

Glad thine attributes confess, 
Glorious all, and numberless. 

Hail, by all thy works ador*d ; 

Hail, the everlasting Lord ; 
Thee with thankful heart we prove 

Lord of power, and God of love. 

Holy Spirit, thee we own ; 

Thee, O Christ, God's only Son ; 
Lamb of God, the victim slain, 

Man to save from endless pain. 

Praise the name of God most high ; 

Praise him all below the sky; 
Praise him all ye heavenly host ; 

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

HYMN 60. L. M. 

ANGELS. DUKE ST. WAREHAM. 

Great Go,d, in vain man's narrow view 
Attempts to look thy nature through ; 
Our feeble pow'rs wilYv TeViewi^ own, 
Thy glories never caiv \)e \ycvoYJw. 
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^ot the archangel's mighty tliouglit, 
\¥ho countless years his God has sought, 
Such wondrous height or depth can find, 
Or fathom the eternal mind. 

Yet, Lord, thy mercy deigns to show 
Enough for mortal minds to know ; 
While wisdom, pow'r, and love divine. 
Through all thy varied dealings shine. 

O may our souls with rapture trace 
Thy works of nature and of grace ; 
Adore thy sacred name, and still 
Press on to know and do thy will. 

HTMN 61. p. M. [6's & 8's] 

PROPER. — GROVE . 

Great God, the world is thine ; 

Let Satan cease to reign; 

The nations. Lord, incline 

To love thy glorious name ; 
The greatness of thy power make known. 
And claim the kingdoms for thine own. 

Jesus, Redeemer, Lord, 

Thou didst the grace ohtain ; 

Send forth thy conquering word, 

Thy blood-bought right maintain ; 
The riches of thy grace make known. 
And claim the kingdoms for thine own. 

Almighty spirit, thine 

The pow*r to cleanse the heart ; 

Thy energy divine 

Can life and love impart ; 
Thy gifts and graces. Lord, make known, 
And claim the kingdoms for t\v\T\e ov^xv^ 

II 3 
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Jehovah, God of might, 

Thy holy arm make bare ; 

In all the heathen's sight, 

Thy glorious way prepare ; 
To all &e world thy name make known» 
And claim the kingdoms for thine own. 

HYMN 62. p. M. [7's] 

GERMAN. — ALCE8TBR.— PORTUGUESB. 

Europe, speak the mighty name ; 

The eternal Three proclaim ; 
Let thy deep seraphic lays 

Thunder forth the echoing praise* 

Asia, bring thy raptur'd songs ; 

Let innumerable tongues 
Swell the chord from shore to shore» 

Where thy thousand billows roar. 

Sable Airic, aid the strain ; 

Triumph o'er thy broken chain ; 
Bid thy wildest music raise 

All its fervour in his praise. 

Shout, America, thy joys^ 

While his love thy song employs ; 
Let thy lonely wilderness 

High exalt his righteousness. 

All as one adore the Lord, 
Father, Spirit, living Word : 

Hail thou glorious three in one» 
Worthy thou to reign alone. 

Praise him, all ye nations, praise : 
Saints in heav'n, your anthems raise : 

Angels, strike the solemn chords 
Reign for ever, lioV'^ 1ao\^ 
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HYMN 63. c. M. 

CREATION. 

NEEDWOOD FOREST. — ST. STEPHEN'S. — DEVIZES. 

Great first of beings, mighty Lord 

Of all this wondrous frame ; 
Produced by thy creating word, 

The world from nothing came. 

Thy voice sent forth the high command, 

'Twas instantly obey'd ; 
And through thy goodness all things stand. 

Which by thy pow*r were made. 

Lord, for thy glory shine the whole, 

They all reflect thy light ; 
For this, in course the planets roll 

And day succeeds the night. 

For this, the sun dispenses heat. 

And beams of cheering day; 
And distant stars, in order set, 

By night thy pow'r display. 

For this, the earth its produce yields. 

For this, the waters flow ; 
And blooming plants adorn the fields, 

And trees aspiring grow. 

Inspired with praise, we would pursue 

This wise and noble end; 
May all we tliink, and speak, and do, 

Still to thine honour tend. 

HYMN 64. L. M. 

CREATION. — WAREHAM. — ANGELS. 

Look up, ye saints, direct your eyes 
To him who dwells above the skies; 
With your glad notes his praise rehear&e^ 
Who formed the mighty universe. 
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He spake, and from the womb of night 
At once sprang up the cheering light ; 
Him discord heard, and, at his nod, 
Expanding beauty spoke the God, 

He gave the word— r-th* obedient sun 
Began his glorious race to run ; 
Nor silver moon nor stars delay 
To move in their appointed way. 

Teeming with life, air, earth, and sea, 
Obey th' Almighty's high decree : 
To ev'ry tribe he gives their food. 
Then speaks the whole divinely good. 

But, to complete the wondrous plan. 
From earth and dust he fashioned man ; 
In man, the last, in him the best, 
His Maker's image stood confest. 

Lord, while thy glorious works I view, 
Form thou my heart and soul anew ; 
Here bid thy purest light to shine, 
And beauty glow with charms divine. 

HYMN 65. L. M. 

CREATION. 

The spacious firmament on high. 
With all the blue ethereal sky. 
And spangled heav'ns, a shining frame. 
Their great original proclaim. 

The unwearied sun, from day to day, 
Doth his creator's pow'r display ; 
And publishes to every land 
TJie work of an almighty YvaxvCi. 
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Soon as the ev'ning shades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale ; 
And, nightly, to the listening earth, 
Repeats the story of her birth. 

While all the stars that round her bum, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll. 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though in solemn silence all 
Move round this dark terrestrial ball ; 
What though no real voice nor sound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ; 

In reason's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice ; 
For ever singing as they shine, 
** The hand diat made us is divine.*' 

HYMN 66. o. M. 

DEVIZES. CAMBRIDGE. — WILTSHIRE. 

The God of nature and of grace, 

In all his works appears ; 
His goodness through the earth we trace, 

His grandeur in the spheres. 

Behold this fair and fertile globe, 

By him in wisdom planned ; 
'Twas he who girded, like a robe. 

The ocean round the land. 

Lift to the firmament your eye. 

Thither his path pursue ; 
His glory, boundless as the sky, 

O'erwbeJjns the wond'ring view. 
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In ev'ry stream his bounty flows. 

Diffusing joy and wealth ; 
In ev'ry breeze his spirit blows 

The breath of life and health. 

His blessings fall in plenteous show'rs 

Upon the lap of earth, 
That teems with foliage, fruit, and flow'rs^ 

And rings with infant mirth. 

If God hath made this world so fair, 

Where sin and death abound. 
How beautiful beyond compare. 

Will paradise be found. 

HYMN 67. c. M. 

CAMBRIDGE. — DEVIZES. — ST. DAYID's. 

Hail, king supreme, all wise and good. 
To thee our thoughts we raise; 

Whilst nature's lovely charms displayed 
Inspire our souls with praise. 

At morning, noon, and evening mild. 

Thy works engage our view ; 
And as we gaze, our hearts exult 

With transports ever new. 

Thy glory beams in every star 
Which gilds the gloom of night ; 

And decks the rising face of mom 
With rays of cheering light. 

The rising hill, the verdant lawn, 
With thousand beauties shine ; 
The vocal grove and cooling shade 
Proclaim thy powei div'me. 
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From tree to tree a constant hymn 
Employs the feathered throng ; 

To thee their cheerful notes they swell, 
And chant their grateful song. 

Great God of nature, may these scenes 

Our serious hours engage ; 
Still may our wondering eyes pursue 

Thy work's instructive page. 



HYMN 68. p. M. 

LUTHER. — CARET. — ETON. 

I prais*d the earth, in beauty seen, 
With garlands gay of various green ; 
I prais'd the sea, whose ample field 
Shone glorious as a silver shield ; 
And earth and ocean seem'd to say 
" Our beauties are but for a day." 

I prais'd the sun, whose chariot roll'd 
On wheels of amber and of gold ; 
I prais'd the moon, whose softer eye 
Gleam'd sweetly through the summer sky ; 
And moon and sun in answer said, 
" Our days of light are numbered." 

O God, O good beyond compare. 

If thus, thy meaner works are fair. 

If t^us thy beauties gild the span 

Of ruin'd earth and sinful man ; 

How glorious must thy mansion be, 

Where tbj redeemed shall dweW w\l\v \)tv^e. 



The earth and all the heavenly frame 
Their great Creator's love proclaim j 
He gives the sua his genial power, 
And sends the soil refre^ing shower. 
The ground with plenty blooms again, 
And yields her various fruits to men ; 
To men, who from thy bounteous hand 
Receive the gifts of every land. 
Nor to the human race alone 
Is thy paternal goodness shown ; 
The tribes of earth, of sea, and air, 
Enjoy thy universal care. 
Not e'en the sparrow yields its breath 
Till God permits the stroke of death ; 
He hears the ravens when they call. 
The father and the friend of all. 
Thy care, great God, sustains them all ; 
When urg'd by hunger's powerful call. 
Expectant of the known supply. 
To thee they lift the asking eye. 
To thee, in ceaseless strains, my tongoe 
Shall raise the mom and ev'ning song ; 
And, long as breath inspires my frame. 
The wonders of thy love proclaim. 
HYMN 70. c. M. 



Thy wisdom, pow'r, and goodness. Lord, 

In all thy works appear ; 
But man thy bounties shall record. 
For thy distinguish'icwe. 
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From thee the breath of life we drew, 
That breath thy pow'r maintains ; 

Thy tender mercy, ever new, 
Our brittle frame sustains. 

Yet nobler gifts demand our praise, 

Of reason* s light possessed ; 
By revelation's brighter rays 

Still more divinely blest. 

Thy providence our constant guard. 
When threatening woes impend ; 

Will either threat*ning dangers ward. 
Or timely succours lend. 

On us thy providence has shone 

With its propitious rays ; 
O let our lips and lives make known 

Thy goodness and thy praise. 

All bounteous Lord, thy grace impart ; 

O teach us to improve 
Thy gifts with ever grateful heart. 

And crown them with thy love. 

HYMN 71. c. M. 

BKDFORD. — ST. JAMES*. — ST. AMN'S. 

God reigns, events in order flow, 

Man's industry to guide ; 
Yet dark their progress oft, and slow, 

To humble human pride. 

The swift not always in the race 

Obtain the crowning prize ; 
Not always wealth and honour grace 

The labours of the wise. 
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Fond mortals do themselves b^piile. 
When on themselves they rest ; 

Blind is their wisdom, vain their toil, 
By thee, O Lord, miblest. 

'Tis ours, the furrows to prepare, 
And sow the precious grain; 

'Tis thine to give the sun and air, 
And to command the rain. 

Evil and good before thee stand. 

Their mission to perform; 
The sun shines bright at thy command ; 

Thy hand directs the storm. 

In all thy ways we humbly own 

Thy providential power ; 
Entrustmg to thy care alone 

The lot of ev*ry hour. * 

HYMN 72. c. M. 

BEDFORD. — IRISH.— 6T. ANM'S. 

God moves in a mysterious way. 
His counsels to perform ; 

He plants his footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

Deep, in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill. 
He treasures up his bright designs, 

And works his sovereign will. 

Ye fearful saints fresh courage take ; 

The clouds ye so much dread, 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 

In blessings on ^youx \ie^. 
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Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust him for his grace ; 

Behind a frowning providence 
He bides a smiling face. 

His purposes will ripen fast, 

Unfolding ev'ry hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter taste. 

But sweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And scan his work in vain ; 

God is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 

HYMN 73. p. M. [7*s] 

GERMAN. — ALCE8TER. — HOTHAM. 

Sovereign Ruler of the skies. 

Ever gracious, ever wise, 
All our times are in thy hand, 

All events at thy command. 

He that form'd us in the womb. 
He shall guide us to the tomb ; 

All our ways shall ever be 
Ordered by his wise decree. 

Times of sickness, times of health, 
Blighting want, and cheerful wealth, 

All our pleasures, all our pains. 
Come and end, as God ordains. 

May we always own thine hand, 
Still to thee surrendered stand, 

Know that thou art God alone, 
We and ours are all thy own* 
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HYMN 74. p. M. 

The Lord my pasture shall prepare, 
And feed me with a shepherd's care; 
His presence shall my wants supply. 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noon-day walks he shall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 
When in the sultry glebe I foint, 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant, 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wand' ring steps he leads. 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow. 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 
Though in a bare and rugged way. 
Through devious lonely wilds I stray 
Thy bounty shall my pains b^uite ; 
The barren wilderness shall smile. 
With sudden greens and herbage crov 
And streams shall murmur all around 
Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overspread. 
My stedfast heart shall fear no ill, 
For thou, O Lord, art with me still ; 
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful si 
HYMN 75. o. M. 



When all thy mercies, O my God, 

My rising soul surveys. 
Transported with the view, I'm lost 
In wonder, love, and piiktae. 
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Thy providence my life sustain' d, 

And all my wants redress' d, 
When in the silent womb I lay, 

Or hung upon the breast. 

To all my weak complaints and cries 

Thy mercy lent an ear, 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learn' d 

To form themselves in prayer. 

Unnumber'd comforts on my soul 

Thy tender care bestow'd ; 
Before my infant heart conceiv'd 

From whence those comforts flow'd. 

When in the slipp'ry paths of youth 

With heedless steps I ran. 
Thine arm unseen convey'd me safe, 

And led me up to man. 

Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths 

It gently clear' d my way ; 
And through the pleasing scenes of vice 

Where thousands go astray. 

Part Second. 

/hen worn with sickness, oft hast thou 
With health renew'd my face ; 
ad when in sin and sorrow sunk, 
Reviv'd my soul with grace. 

y bounteous hand with worldly 
■las made my cup run o'er ; 

1 in a kind and faithful friend 

las doubled all my stOTe. 
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Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ. 

Nor is the least a cheerful heart, 
That tastes those gifts with joy. 

Through every period of my life, 
Thy goodness 1*11 pursue ; 

And after death in distant worlds, 
TJie glorious theme renew. 

When nature fails, and day and night 

Divide the time no more, 
My ever grateful heart, O Lord, 

Thy mercy shall adore. 

Through all eternity to thee 

A joyful song I'll raise ; 
But 0, eternity's too short 

To utter all thy praise. 

HYMN 76. c. M. 

UNIVERSITY. — DEVIZES. — SHEPHERD. 

Lord of all wisdom, power, and love, 

Fountain of bliss divine ! 
Send us thy Spirit from above. 

And keep us ever thine. 

Teach us, when threat'ning ill appears, 
When clouds and tempests rise. 

On thee to stay our needless fears. 
Because thou, Lord, art wise. 

Though sin and sorrow, death and hell 

Against our souls combine, 
Let cheering faith our doubts dispel. 
For boundless power \s l\vm^. 
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And when thy chast'nings, gracious God, 

A Fiither's kindness prove, 
O, may we meekly kiss thy rod, 

Because, thou, Lord, art love. 

In virtue's path our guardian be, 

Till this life's trials cease ; 
Then may we dwell, through Christ, with 
thee, 

In endless joy and peace. 
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REDEMPTION. 

CREATION. — NEW SABBATH. — ^WABEHAM. 

The heavens above, O Lord, display 
Thy majesty in bright array ; 
With proofs of thine Almighty pow'r 
Adorning each revolving hour. 

But when the dawn of heaven we view 
In fallen sinners bom anew. 
When in the gospel's brighter skies 
We see the sun of glory rise ; 

No more we ask the stars to tell. 
What Jesus only could reveal : 
In him alone, our eyes behold 
More than creation ever told. 

Omnipotence, in accents sage 
Creation sings through ev'ry age ; 
But love and justice, truth and grace, 
Shine brightest in Redemption's t^c^^* 
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ROCKINGHAM. — OLAVES. MELCOMBB. 

When I survey the wondrous cross 
On which the Prince of glory died ; 
My richest gain I count but loss. 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
Save in the cross of Christ, my God ; 
All the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them to his blood. 

See, from his head, his hands, his feet. 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down : 
Did e*er such love and sorrow meet. 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ? 

Were the whole realm of nature mine 
That were an offering far too small ; 
Love so amazing, so divine. 
Demands my soul, my life, my all. 

HYMN 79. L. M. 

CHELMSFORD. — LUTON. — WAREHAM. 

From Sinai's mount, in might array'd, 
The Lord his fiery law displayed : 
Through heav'n and earth its mandates fly ; 
" Do this and live, transgress and die." 

" Do this and live ! " O who may stand 
Before the precept's strict demand ? 
** Trangress and die !'* Then all are dead. 
And every hope of life is fled. . 

Lo ! from the cross, a voice in peace 
Bids Sinai's awful thunders cease : 
It ia the voice of Jesu'a blood. 
That calls the sinner \iome to Cjo^. 
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O sinner, glad the voice obey ; 
He is the truth, the life, the way ; 
Behold thy Saviour and thy God, 

Slain to redeem thee bv his blood. 

• 

How else his presence wilt thou bear. 
When he in judgment shall appear ; 
When slighted love to wrath shall turn. 
And all the earth like Sinai bum ? 

HYMN 80. s. M. 
Job. ix. 2 — 6. 

MT. BPHRAIM. — HADLEI6H. — CARLISLE. 

Ah, how shall fallen man 
Be just before his God ? 
If he contend in righteousness 
We sink beneath his rod. 

If he our ways should mark 
With strict enquiring eyes, 
Could we for one of thousand faults 
A just excuse devise ? 

All seeing, powerful God, 
Who can with thee contend ? 
Or who that madly dares the strife. 
Shall prosper in the end ? 

The mountains, in thy wrath. 
Their ancient seats forsake ; 
The trembling earth deserts her place, 
Her rooted pillars shake. 

Ah ! how shall guilty man 
Contend with such a God ? 
None, none can meet him and escape , 
But through the Saviour's bVood. 
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HYMN 81. L. M. 

Job iz.. 30—33. 

ANGELS. MELCOMBE. CHELMSFORD. 

Though I should seek to wash me clean, 
In water of the driven snow, 
My soul would yet its spot retain. 
And sink in conscious guilt and woe. 

The Spirit in his pow'r divine 
Would cast my vaunting soul to earth, 
Expose the foulness of its sin, 
And show the vileness of its worth. 

Ah, not like erring man is God, 
That men to answer him should dare : 
Condemned, and into silence aw*d. 
They helpless stand before his bar. 

Then must a mediator plead. 
Who God and man, may both embrace : 
With God, for man to intercede, 
And offer man the purchased grace. 

And lo, the Son of God is slain 

To be the Mediator crown'd : 

In him our souls are cleans'd from stain. 

In him our righteousness is found. 

HYMN 82. p. M. [6's & 8's.] 

Heb. iv. 2. 

PROPER. GROVE. 

Israel in ancient days. 
Not only had a view 
Of Sinai in a blaze, 
But learn'd the gospel too ; 
The types and figures were a glass, 
In which they saw t\\e SavVowt'^ feic,^. 
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The Paschal sacrifice, 

And blood-hesprinkl'd door, 

Seen with enlighten'd eyes, 

And once apply'd with po^i'r, 

Would teach the need of other blood. 

To reconcile an angry God. 

The lamb, the dove, set forth 
His perfect innocence. 
Whose blood of matchless worth 
Should be the soul's defence : 
For he, who can for sin atone, 
Must have no idlings of his own. 

The scape-goat on his head 

The people's trespass bore. 

And, to the desert led, 

Was to be seen no more ; 

In him our surety seem'd to say, 

" Behold I bear your sins away." 

Dipt in his fellow's bloody 
The living bird went free ; 
The type weU understood, 
£xpress*d the sinneif's plea, 
Described a guilty soul enlarged. 
And by a Saviour's death discharged. 

Jesus, I love to trace 
Throughout the sacred page. 
The footsteps of thy grace, 
The same in ev'ry age ! 
O, grant, that I may faithful be 
To clearer Vight vouchsafd to me. 
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Not all the blood of beaats, 

On Jewish altars slain, 
Could give the guilty conscience peac 

Or wash away the stain. 

But Christ, the heavenly Lamb, 

Takes all our sins away ; 
A sacrifice of nobler name. 

And richer blood than they. 

My faith would lay her hand 

On that dear head of thine, 
While like a penitent I stand, 

And there confess my sin. 

My soul looks back to see 

The burdens thou didst bear. 
When hanging on the cursed tree ; 

And trusts her guilt was there. 

Believing, we rejoice 

To see the curse remove ; 
We bless the Lamb with cheerful voii 

And sing his dying love. 

HYMN 84. c. M. 
Gin. iu. l—2i. 



WiTu flowing eyes and bleeding hearl 

A blasted world survey ; 
See the wide ruin vrrought by sin 

In one unhappy day. 
Adam, in God's own image form'd. 
From God and bliss estrang'd ; 
•i ml all the joys of Patadise 
I For guih and sorrow cViaw^'i. 
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But^ O my soul, with rapture hear 

The second Adam's name, 
And the salvation that he brings 

To all his seed, proclaim. 

In holiness and joy complete 

He reigns to endless years ; 
And every ransomed child of God 

His glorious image wears. 

What though in mortal life diey mourn ? 

What though by death they fall ? 
Jesus by his victorious power. 

Transforms and crowns them all. 

Praise to his rich mysterious grace ; 

E'en by our fall we rise, 
And gain, for earthly Eden lost, 

An Eden in the skies. 

HYMN 85. c. M. 

HOWARD. — ^NSSDWOOD F0RB8T. — ST. STEPHEN'S. 

Jesus, the eternal Son of God, 

Whom heav'nly pow'rs obey, 
The bosom of his Father left, 

And enterM human clay. 

Into our sinful world he came. 

The messenger of grace ; 
And on the cursed tree expir*d, 

A victim in our place. 

Transgressors of the deepest stain 

In him salvation find ; 
His blood removes the foulest guilt \ 

His Spirit heals the mind. 
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I U'. saves our souls from sin and dc 

His promises are sure ; 
And on this rock his church may ri 

Immoveable secure. 
O let these tidings be receiv'd 

With universal joy; 
And let the heavenly song of prain 

Our tuneful pow'rs employ. 
All glory be to God on high, 

On earth be love and peace, 
Clood will henceforth from God to 

Begin, and never cease. 



HYMN 86. c. M. 



WitAFT in the gloom of dark despa 

We helpless sinners lay; 
lint sovereign mercy reach'd us the 

And chas'd despair away. 
God's only Son, (stupendous grace, 

Forsook his throne above ; 
And swift to save our guilty race, 

He ilew on wings of love. 
Till! mighty maker of the skies 

Scoop'd to our vile abode. 
While angels view'd with wond'rinj 

And hail'd the incarnate God. 
Mysterious depths of love divine, 

Of grace a boundless store ; 
^ly Saviour, let me call thee mine, 
\ -.^nd I can wish no root^. 
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On thee alone my heart relies, 

Beneath thy cross I fall ; 
My Lord, my life, my sacrifice, 

My Saviour, and my all. 

HYMN 87. c. M. 

WILTSHIRE. MARTYRDOM. — ST. STEPHEN'S. 

From Calvary's cross a fountain flows, 

Of water and of blood. 
More healing than Bethesda*s pool. 

Or famed Siloam*s flood. 

The dying thief rejoic'd to see 

That fountain in his day ; 
And there may sinners vile as he 

Wash all their guilt away. 

Nor shall that fountain's sacred stream 

Lose its all-cleansing power. 
Till the whole ransom' d church of God 

Be sav'd, to sin no more. 

Jesus, the virtue of thy blood 

To all our souls apply ; 
Grant that to thee we henceforth live. 

With thee to sin may die : 

Till with the saints at thy right hand. 

Who dwell in light above, 
We cast our crowns before thy throne. 

And sing thy boundless love. 

HYMN 88. c. M. 

ASHLEY. CAMBRIDGE. 

Salvation, O the joyful sound, 

'Tis music to our ears ; 
A sovereign balm for ev'ry wound, 

A cordial for our fears. 

i2 
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Buried in sorrow and in sin, 

In death's dark gloom we lay; 
But we arise by grace divine. 

And see a heav'nty day. 
Salvation, let the echo fly 

The spacious earth around ; 
While all the armies of the Eky 

Conspire to raise the sound. 
Salvation, O thou bleeding Lamb 

To thee the praise belongs ; 
Salvation shall inspire our hearts, 

And dwell upon cmr tiHigues. 

CHORUS. 

Glory, honour, praise, and power 
Be unto the Lamb for ever ; 

Jesus Christ is our Redeemer, 
Hallelujah, praise the Lord. 
HTMN 89. 0, M. 

All hail the power of Jesu'a nan 

Let angels prostrate fall ; 
Bring forth the royal diadem. 

And crown him Lord of all. 
Crown him, ye martyrs of our G 

Who Irom his altar call ; 
Extol the stem of Jesse's rod, 

And crown him Lord of all. 
Ye chosen seed of Israel's race, 

A remnant weak and small ; 
Hail him, who saves you by his ] 

And crown Um iMti. o( bU. 
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Gentile sinners, ne*er forget 
rhe wonnwood and the gall ; 

spread your trophies at his feet, 
\nd crown him Lord of all. 

t ev'ry kindred, ev'ry tribe, 
3n this terrestrial bsdl, 
him all majesty ascribe, 
^d crown him Lord of all. 

that with yonder sacred throng 
We at his feet may fall ; 
n in the everlasting song, 
\nd crown him Lord of all. 

HYMN 90. L. M. 

DUKE ST. — ISLINGTON. — ROCKINGHAM. 

lAT adverse natures dwell within, 
ntending grace, remaining sin ; 
•r this can reign, nor that prevail, 
ough each by turns the heart assail. 

>w in the dust we sorrowing lie ; 
»w raise our songs of triumph high ; 
ig a rebellious passion slain ; 
mourn to feel its power again. 

le happy hour beholds us rise, 
iumphant to the promis'd skies; 
id wing'd with faith we speed our flight, 
\ realms of joy and worlds of light. 

it scarce the minutes onward roll, 

e earth recalls the captive soul ; 

e, drawn by its attractive force, 

Q headlong urge our downward couxBe* 

I 3 
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Great God ! assist us in the fight ; 
Make us victorious in thy might ; 
Thou the desponding heart canst raise^ 
The victory thine, and thine the praise* 

HYMN 91. c. M. 

IRISH. — BEDFORD. — ABRIDGE. 

How helpless guilty nature lies, 

Unconscious of its load ; 
The heart unchanged can never rise 

To happiness and God. 

Can any, but a pow'r divine 

The stubborn will subdue ? 
'Tis thine, eternal Spirit, tliine, 

To form the heart anew. 

'Tis thine the passions to recall, 

And upward bid them rise ; 
To make the scales of error fall 

From reason's darkened eyes. 

To chase the shades of death away, 

And bid the sinner live ; 
A beam of heav'n, a vital ray, 

'Tis thine alone to give. 

O change these wretched hearts of ours. 

And give them life divine : 
Then shall our passions and our pow'rs. 

Almighty Lord, be thine. 

HYMN 92. L. M. 

MELCOMBE. OLAVE'S. — ST. WILFRID's. 

liOOK down, O Lord, with pitying eye; 
See Adam's race in ruin lie ; 
Sin spreads its trophies o'er the ground. 
And scatters s\augV\teteCL\ve^\i^ ^xxovuid. 



IIYMXS. 1 75 

And can these mould'ring bones revive ? 
And can die souls of sinners live ? 
That, mighty God, to thee is known ; 
That wondrous work is all thine own. 

Thy messengers are sent in vain 
To prophesy upon the slain ; 
In vain they call, in vain they cry, 
Till thine Almighty aid is nigh. 

But if thy Spirit deign to breathe. 
Life spreads through all the realms of death; 
Dry bones obey Ay pow'rful voice ; 
They move, they waken, they rejoice. 

HITMN 93. 0. M. 

ST. Stephen's. — st. jambs'. — st. david's* 
Wide as the reach of Satan's rage. 

Doth God's salvation flow ; 
Confined to neither sex nor age. 

The lofty, nor the low. 

The grace to monarchs freely given. 

The poor alike may share ; 
And none who seek through Christ for heaven 

Need perish in despair. 

Henceforth, O Lord, we glory not 

In wealth, or earthly fame ; 
Content, whatever be our lot. 

To know thy saving name. 

HYMN 94. L. M. 

CHELMSFORD. — 8T0NEFIELD. OLAVE'S. 

Lord, what is man ? Extremes how wide, 
In this mysterious nature join ! 
The flesh, to worms and dust allied ; 
The soul immortal and divine. 
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DiviDe at first, a holy fiame, 
Kindled by the Almighty's breath ; 
Till stain'd by sin, it soon became 
The seat of darkness, strife, and death. 

But Jesus, O amazing grace ! 
Assum*d our nature as his own ; 
Obey'd and suffer'd in our place. 
Then rose triumphant to his throne. 

Now, what is man, when grace reveals 
The virtue of a Saviour's blood ? 
Again a life divine he feels. 
Renounces earth, and walks with God. 

And what, in yonder realms above. 
Is ransom'd man ordain'd to be ? 
With honour, holiness, and love. 
No seraph more adom'd than he. 

Nearest the throne, and first in song, 
Man shall his loud hosannas raise ; 
While wond*ring angels round him throng. 
And swell the chorus of his praise. 

HYMN 95. c. M. 

RICHMOND. — ABRIDGE.— DEVIZKS. 

He comes ! Let ev'ry knee be bent. 
Each heart prepare him room ; 

While saints proclaim with one consent, 
" The comforter is come." 

What greater gift of heavenly love. 

Could Grod on man bestow ? 
To guide him to his rest above. 
To cheer his pat\i be\oyi 1 
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O, blessed Spirit, on each soul 

Thy sacred influence pour : 
Do thou each sin^ thought control, 

Each wand'rii^ foot restore. 

Upon our inward conscience write 

The law of life divine ; 
Strengthen us with thy saving might, 

And keep us ever thine. 

HYMN 96. o. M. 

ST. ANN'S.— BEDFORD. — IRISH. 

Vain and presumptuous is the trust 
Which in our works we place ; 

Salvation from a higher source 
Flows to our fallen race. 

It is the love of God, through Christ, 
Whence all our hopes begin ; 

His mercy saves our souls from death, 
And cleanses us from sin. 

The Spirit, through the Saviour shed. 

His sacred fire imparts ; 
Removes our dross, and love divine 

Enkindles in our hearts. 

Thus rais'd from death, we live anew. 

And, justified by grace. 
We hope in glory to appear. 

And see our Father's face. 

HYMN 97. c. M. 
John i. 12. 13. 

DEVIZKS. — HOWARD. — UNIVERSITY. 

Not all the outward forms on earth, 

Nor rites divinely giv*n, 
Nor will of man, nor blood, nor birth, 

Can raise a soul to Y\eaVti, 
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The sovereign wiU of €rod alone^ 
Creates us heirs of grace ; 

Bom in the image of his Son, 
A new peculiar race. 

The Spirit b'ke a h^av'nly wind, 
Breathes on our sinfiil flesh ; 

Remodels all the carnal mind, 
And forms the soul afiresh. 

Thus quicken' d, we awake and rise 
From the long sleep of death ; 

On heav'nly things we fix our eyes. 
And praise employs our breath. 

HYNN 98. c. M. 

MARTYRDOM.— WILTSHIRE. — ST. DAVID's. 

Father, to thee our souls we lift. 
On thee our hope depends. 

Convinced that ev'ry perfect gift 
From thee alone descends. 

Mercy and grace are thine alone, 
And pow'r and wisdom too ; 

Without the Spirit of thy Son 
We nothing good can do. 

Thou all our works in us hast wrought. 

Our good is all divine ; 
The praise of ev'ry holy thought 

And righteous word is thine. 

From thee, through Jesus, we receive 

The pow'r on thee to call. 
In whom we are, and move, and live : 

Our God is all in a\\. 
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HYMN 99. c. M. 

WILTSHIRK. — HOWARD. — ABINGDON. 

Eternal Spirit! God of truth I 

Our sinful hearts inspire; 
Kindle the flame of heavenly love, 

And feed the pure desire. 

*Tis thine to soothe the sorrowing soul, 

With Satan's yoke oppress'd ; 
'Tis thine to bid the dying live, 

And give the weary rest. 

Let no false joy deceive our minds ; 

Lest, while we boast thy light, 
We fall from our delusive hopes, 

Lito eternal night. 

Subdue the power of ev'ry sin, 

Whate'er that sin may be ; 
That we, in singleness of heart. 

May truly worship thee. 

Then will our spirits witness bear. 

That we are sons of God ; 
Redeem'd from sin, and death, and hell. 

Through Christ's atoning blood. 



HYMN 100. p. M. 

When Zion saw her temple rise. 
Long levelled with the ground. 
Her voice ascended to the skies, 
Amid the smoking sacrifice : 
Grace, grace was echoed rouuA. 
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Thy praises, Lord of heav'n and earth, 

Burst then from ev'ry tmigue ; 
When came the crowning headstone forth^ 
Not human wisdom, deeds, nor worth, 
Grace, grace was all their song. 

So when Jehovah in his might, 

Makes man his dwelling-place ; 
Turning to day the sinner's night, 
Then shout the admiring hosts (^ light, 
Grace, grace, — ^triumphant grace! 

But louder e*en than angels* song. 

When Christ his church shall own. 
Will burst from all the ransom'd throng. 
The praises that to God belong : 

Grace, grace their theme will crown. 

When the last saint is homeward brought. 

His griefs^ his conflicts o'er ; 
When God his 1^1 designs has wrought. 
The countless choir of heav'n will shout 
Grace, grace for evermore ! 

HYMN 101. L. M. 

ST. WILFRID'S.— -WEBBE.— ANGELS. 

Father of spirits, grant that we 
May more and more resemble thee ; 
Daily from strength to strength proceed. 
Christians in name, in soul, in deed. 

O make us grow in inward peace, 
And still in love and joy increase ; 
The true disciples of the Lord, 
Relying on his fa\thfu\ woid. 
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In our whole lives may we express 
The quickening energy of grace ; 
A lively fiuth, an humble fear, 
And be in truth what we appear. 

By glad obedience may we show 
What we to thy great mercy owe ; 
And thus a bright example give, 
To teach how christians ought to live* 

Nor let us faint, but still press on. 
To finish well the course begun ; 
And reap at last the rich reward. 
For all Uiy fiddiful saints prepar*d« 

HYMN 102. 0. M. 

HOLY SCRIPTURE. 

ST. STBPRKM'S.— ABINODON.-^'ST. DAV'ID'S, 

Great God ! with wonder and with praise. 

On all thy works I look ; 
But still thy wisdom, poWr, and grace, 

Shine brightest in thy book. 

Here are my choicest treasures hid, 

Here my best comfort lies ; 
Here my desires are satisfied. 

And hence my hopes arise. 

Lord, make me understand thy law. 
Show what my faults have been ; 

And from thy gospel let me draw 
Pardon for idl my sin. 

HTMN 103. L. M. 

JOB. — ISLINGTON. — ISRAEL. 

The law commands, and makes us kiiow 
What duties to our God we owe ; 
The gospel only can reveal 
Where lies our strength to do Yiia viV\. 
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The law discovers guilt and sin. 
And shows bow vile we are within ; 
Only the gospel can express 
Forgiving love, and cleanaii^ grace. 

What curses doth the law denounce, 
Against the man that £uls but once ! 
But in the gospel Christ appears. 
Pardoning the guilt of numerous years. 

My soul, no more attempt to draw 
Thy life and comfort from the law ; 
Fly to the hope the gospel gives ; 
The man that trusts the promise, lives. 

HYMN 104. L. M. 

STONKFIBLD.— ANGELS.— WABBHAM. 

When God applies his word with pow'r, 
The rebel can resist no more : 
Once he despised his present fears, 
But now his folly owns with tears. 

O Lord, how wonderful thy word. 
Sharper than any two-edg'd sword : 
It cuts the haughty spirit down, 
And makes his guilt and vileness known. 

Thy word is powerful within, 

To strike at ev'ry root of sin ; 

And when our wretchedness we feel, 

Thy word, our broken hearts doth heal. 

HYMN 105. L. M. 

OLD 100. — MBLCOMBE. — ST. WILFRID'S. 

What shall the dying sinner do, 
That seeks relief for all his woe ? 
Where shall the guilty conscience find 
Ease for the tonueivl o^\\\^ mwd? 
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How shall we have our crimes forgiven, 
Or form our nature fit for heav*n ? 
Defiled as we are with sin, 
Can we our guilty souls make clean ? 

In vain we search, in vain we try, 
Till Jesus brings his gospel nigh ; 
In him the pow'r and mercy dwell 
To save rebellious souls firom hell. 

This is the pillar of our hope, 
This bears our fainting spirits up : 
We read the grace and trust the word» 
And find salvation in the Lord. 



HYMN 106. c. M. 

BEDFORD. — IRISH. — ABRIDGE. 

Laden with guilt, and full of fears^ 
I come to Siee, my Lord ; 

For not a ray of hope appears. 
But in thy holy word. 

The volume of my Father's grace 
Does all my grief assuage ; 

There I behold my Saviour's face, 
In ev*ry sacred page. 

This is the field where hidden lies 
The pearl of price unknown ; 

Then blest is he who wisely tries, 
To make that pearl his own. 

Here living water gently flows, 
To wash me from my sin ; 

Here the fair tree of knowledge grows. 
Nor danger dwells therein. 
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This is the judge that ends the strife, 
Where sense and reason fail ; 

My guide to everlasting life, 
Through all this gloomy vale. 

May thy wise counsels, O my God, 
These roving feet command ; 

Lest I forsake the happy road, 
That leads to thy right hand. 

HYMN 107. c. M. 

LONDON. — ST. ANN'S. — ^WINDSOR. 

The path that sinners love to tread. 

Is wrapt in deepest gloom. 
And clouds of terror overspread. 

Their passage to the tomb. 

But, Lord, thy sacred word provides 

A gleam of living day ; 
Our wandering steps it safely guides, 

Along the narrow way. 

It teaches us what ills to shun, 

What glories to pursue ; 
And how the christian race to run, 

With heav'n itself in view. 

Why should we wander, when the road 

To life is made so plain ? 
Why fail to reach that blest abode, 

Where purest pleasures reign ? 

Lord, as we read, thy grace bestow, 
And with thy Spirit shine ; 

Till in our hearts thy word shall glow 
With energy divine. 
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HYMN 108. c. M. 

NBBDWOOD FOREST.— ST. STEPHEN'S.— MARTYRDOM. 

Father of mercies ! in thy word 

What endless glory shines ! 
For ever be thy name ador*d, 

For these celestial lines. 

Here may the wretched sons of want 

Exhaustless riches find ; 
Riches beyond what earth can grant, 

And lasting as the mind. 

Here the Redeemer's welcome voice, 
Spreads heav'nly peace around ; 

And life and everlasting joys 
Attend the blissful sound. 

O may the heavenly pages be 

My ever dear delight ; 
And still new beauties may I see, 

And still increasing light. 

Divine instructor, gracious Lord, 

Be thou for ever near ! 
Teach me to love thy sacred word, 

And view my Saviour there. 

HYMN 109. c. M. 

DEVIZES. — UNIYBRSITT.— ABINGDON. 

The Spirit breathes upon the word. 
And brings the truth to sight ; 

Precepts and promises afford 
A sanctifying light. 

A glory gilds the sacred page. 

Majestic as the sun ; 
It gives a light to ev'ry age ; 

It gives, hut borrows none. 
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The hand that gave it still supplies 
The gracious light and heat ; 

His truths upon the nations rise ; 
They rise, and never set. 

Eternal thanks, O Lord, be thine, 
For such a bright display. 

As makes a virorld of darkness shine 
With beams of heav'nly day. 

O may our souls with joy pursue 
The path of truth and love. 

Till glory break upon our view, 
In brighter worlds above. 

HYMN 110. L. M. 

TRURO. — STOMEFIELD. — MBW SABBATH. 

When Israel through the desert pass'd, 
A fiery pillar went before ; 
To guide them through the dreary waste, 
And lessen the fatigues they bore. 

Such is thy glorious word, O God ! 
To us for light and guidance giv'n ; 
It sheds a lustre all abroad. 
And points the path to bliss and heav*n» 

It fills the soul with sweet delight, 
And quickens its inactive pow'rs ; 
It leads our wandering footsteps right ; 
Displays thy love, and kindles ours. 

Its promises rejoice our hearts ; 
Its doctrines are divinely true ; 
liTiiowJedge and pleasure it imparts ; 
It comforts and msltucXs \x^ \.oo» 
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Ye faithful isles, who have this word ; 
Ye saints who feel its saving power ; 
Unite your toi^es to praise the Lord, 
And his distinguish'd grace adore. 

HYMN 111. L. M. 

JOB.— ^RURO. I8RABL. 

God, in the gospel of his Son, 
Makes his eternal counsels known ; 
Where love, in all its glory shines, 
And truth is drawn in fairest lines. 

Here sinners, taught their guilt and shame, 
May taste his grace, and learn his name ! 
May read, in char^ters of blood, 
The wisdom, power, and grace of God. 

The prisoner here may loose his chains ; 
The weary rest, from all his pains ; 
The captive find his bondage cease ; 
The mourner learn the way of peace. 

Here faith reveals to mortal eyes, 
A brighter world beyond the skies; 
Here shines the light which guides our way, 
From earth to realms of endUess day. 

O grant us grace, Almighty Lord ! 
To read and mark, thy holy word; 
Thy truth with meekness to receive. 
And by its holy precepts live. 

HYMN 112. c. M. 

ST. jambs'.— WESTMINSTER. — ST. DAVID*8. 

Before thy mercy-seat, O Lord, 
Behold thy servants stand ; 

To ask the knowledge of thy word, 
The guidance of thy hand. 
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Let thy eternal truth, we pray, 
Dwell richly in each heart ; 

That from the safe and narrow way 
We never may depart. 

Lord, from thy word remove the seal, 

Unfold its hidden store; 
Its power and beauty may we feel, 

And prize it more and more. 

Help us to see a Saviour's love 

Shining in ev'ry page; 
And let the thought of joys above 

Our inmost souls engage. 

O may its precepts be our guide, 

Its promises our stay ; 
Till, with thy likeness satisfied, 

We wake, to endless day. 

HYMN 113. c. M. 

THE SABBATH. 
** Remember the sabbath day to keep it holy.** Ex. xx. 8. 

ST. STEPHEN'S. — CAMBRIDGE. ABINGDON. 

How bright a day was that which saw 

Creation's work complete ! 
All nature own'd her maker's law. 

And worshipped at his feet. 

The world arrang'd by pow'r divine. 

In perfect order stood : 
And resting from his great design, 

God saw that all was good. 

Not such a Sabbath now appears, 
For sin has ruin'd all ; 
No longer man with pleasure hears, 
A gracious Father's caW. 
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Yet, Lord, bring back the reign of peace, 

Let brighter days begin ; 
And teach frail creatures how to cease 

From folly and from sin. 

Again let sinners be made thine, 

Though once with vengeance curs*d ; 

And let a second sabbath shine 
As glorious as the first. 

HYMN 114. p. M. [lO's.] 

PLETEL.— ACCEPTANCE. 

Again the day returns of holy rest. 
Which when he made the world, Jehovah 

blest, 
When, like his own, he bade our labours 

cease. 
And all be piety, and all be peace. 

Let us devote his consecrated day. 
To learn his will, and all we learn obey ; 
In pure religion*s hallowed duties share. 
And join in penitence, and lowly prayer. 

So shall the God of mercy, pleas'd, receive 
That only tribute man has power to give ; 
So shall he hear, while fervently we raise 
Our choral harmony in hymns of praise. 

Father of heav'n, in whom our hopes confide, 
Whose pow'r defends us, and whose pre- 
cepts guide. 
In life our guardian, and in death our friend. 
Glory supreme be thine, l\VVlvw\^^^^^A' 
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Awake, ye saints, awake. 
And hail the sacred day : 
In loftiest songs of praise 
Your joyful homage pay ; 
Come, bless the day that God hatb h 
The type of heaven's eternal rest. 
On tliia auspicious mom, 
The Lord of life arose, 
And burst the bars of death, 
And Tanquish'd all our fbea; 
And now he pleads our cause above, 
And reaps the fruit of all his love. 
All hail, triumphant Lord ; 
Heaven with hosannas rings ; 
And earth, in humbler strains, 
Thy praise responsive sings : 
" Worthy the Lamb that once was si 
" Through endless years to live and i 
Great King! gird on thy sword. 
Ascend thy conqu'ring car, 
While justice, power, and love. 
Maintain the glorious war ; 
This day let sinners own thy sway, 
And cast their fruitless arms away. 

HYMN 116. L. M. 

Once more assembled on thy day, 
O Father, hear us when we pray ; 
And teach us thankfully to own 
'J'he love that tUawa us neai ih"j V\\x 
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Lord, let thy grace our souls inspire 
With a pure ray of heavenly fire ; 
That our united songs may rise, 
In gratefU incense to the skies. 

O may our faith, on wings of love. 
Soar upward to the realms ahove ; 
And grant us fervency of pray'r, 
That we may find a blessing there. 

HYMN 117. L. M. 

NEW SABBATH.-— ISLINGTON. — JOB. 

Another six days' work is done. 
Another sabbath is b^im : 
Return, my isoul, enjoy thy rest, 
Improve the day thy God hath blest. 

Come, bless the Lord, whose love assigned 
This respite to the weary mind ; 
Who sends an antepast of heav'n. 
And gives this day the food of sev'n. 

O, that our thoughts and thanks may rise, 
As grateful incense to the skies ; 
And draw from heav'n that sweet repose, 
Which, none but he that feels it, knows. 

With joy, great God, thy works we view, 
And here our gratitude renew ; 
With praise we think on mercies past, 
And future bliss with hope we taste. 

May this delightful sabbath day 
In holy pleasures pass away ; 
That we its sacred hours may spend. 
In hope of one that ne'er shaW eiA* 



HYMN 118. p. M. [lO'a.] 



At rest from labonr, and releas'd fi-oin 
We mourn in penitence, and bend in pi 
For ev'iy ill iat we have thought or ( 
Father, forgive us, through thy dying 
When on the neek with sins ummm 

fraught, 
Repenting back we tum the troubl'd tho 
Cheer us, O Spirit, as yon orb of lig) 
Rose on the darken'd world, and chu 

Come, Holy Ghost, thou comforter di 
Descending, sanctify this solemn shrii 
Raise the weak frame, the languid tlu 

inspire. 
And touch our gratefbl lips with hea 

lire. 

HTMN^ 119. B. u. 



Welcome to this reviving breast, 

And these rejoicing eyes. 
The King himself cornea near. 

To feast his sdnts to-day; 
Here we may ait, and see him here, 

And love, and praise, and pray. 
One day amidst the place 

Where Jesus is within, 
Ja better than ten thousand days 

Of pleasure and ot am. 
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My willing soul would stay 

In such a frame as this, 
Fiji it is called to soar away 

To everlasting bliss. 

HTMN 120. p. M. [SIX 8's.] 

ETON. — LUTHER. — CAREY. 

: vain engrossing thoughts, away ! 
e Lord demands our hearts this day ; 
3m earthly trifles bids us fly, 
id seek the glories of the sky ; 
J come, O Lord, at thy decree, 
yield our willing hearts to thee. 

i as these sabbath hours return, 
ssh proofs of mercy we discern, 
id joy to see thy grace bestow'd, 

light the darkness of our road : 
let that light direct our way 

regions of eternal day. 

iw let our souls in thee repose 
e burden of their wants and woes ; 
id from thy word new power derive, 
keep our feeble faith alive ; 
y blessing, Lord, we long to gain ; 
t us not seek thy face in vain. 

lile here we dwell with cares opprest, 
w are the hours of perfect rest ; 
t heaven will all our loss repair : 
ch day will be a sabbath there : 
rd, by the teachings of thy grace, 
;pare us for that holy place. 
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HYMN 121. L. M. 

NEW SABBATH. — ISLINGTON. JOB. 

Thine earthly sabbaths, Lord, we love, 
But there's a nobler rest above ; 
To that our labouring souls aspire, 
With ardent pangs of strong desire. 

No more fatigue, no more distress, 
Nor sin, nor death, shall reach the place ; 
No tears shall mingle with the songs. 
Which warble from immortal tongues. 

No rude alarms of raging foes ; 
No cares to break the long repose ; 
No midnight shade, no clouded sun. 
But sacred, high, eternal noon. 

Thine earthly sabbaths. Lord, we love. 
But there's a nobler rest above ; 
To that our labouring souls aspire, 
With ardent pangs of strong desire. 

HYMN 122. c. M. 

HOWARD. — UNIVERSITY. — ABRIDGE. 

When O my Saviour, when shall I 

Behold thee all serene ; 
In a perpetual sabbath day. 

Without a veil between. 

Assist me while I wander here. 
Amidst a world of cares ; 

Incline my heart to pray with love. 
And then accept my prayers. 

Thy spirit, O my Father, give. 
To be my guide and friend ; 
To light my path to ceaseless joys. 
To sabbaths wit\iowl eivd* 
i 
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HYMN 123. L. M. 

PUBLIC WORSHIP. 

" Ye shaU keep my sabbatJu, and reverence my sanc- 
tuary, I am the Lord," Lev. xix. 30. 

** O come let us worship and bow down : let us kneel 
hrfore the Lord our maker," Psalm xcv. 6. 

barthblbmon's morning hymn. 

Awake, my sonl, and with the sun, 

Thy daily stage of duty run ; 

Shake off dull sloth, and early rise, 

To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

Thy talents to improve take care. 
For the great day thyself prepare ; 
Redeem thy mispent moments past, 
And live this day as if thy last. 

Lord ! while my vows I now renew, 
Scatter my sins as morning dew ; 
Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
And with thyself my spirit fill. 

Direct, controul, suggest this day. 
All I design, or do, or say ; 
That all my powers with all their might, 
In thy sole glory may unite. 

Praise God from whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise him all creatures here below ; 
Praise him above, ye heavenly host ; 
Praise Father, Son, and holy Ghost. 

HYMN 124. [7's.] 

6BRMAN.-— ALCESTER. — HOTHAM. 

To thy temple I repair ; 
Lord, I love to worship there ; 
While thy glorious praise is sunig, 
Teach my Upa, unloose twy toiv^vxfe^ 

k:2 
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While the prayers of sainU ascend, 
God of love, to mine attend ; 
Hear me, for thy spirit pleads ; 
Hear, for Jesus intercedes. 

While I hearken to thy law, 
Fill my soul with humble awe» 
May thy gospel bring to me, 
Life and immortality. 

While thy ministers proclaim 
Peace and pardon in thy name. 
Through their voice, by faith may I 
Hear thee speaking from on high. 

From thy house when I return, 
May my heart within me bum ; 
Fill me with thy holy fear. 
Make me do, as well as hear. 

HYMN 125. 8. M. 

CARLISLE.— MT. BPHRAIM. — SHIBLAND. 

Behold the throne of grace ! 
The promise calls us near ; 
There Jesus shews a smiling face. 
And waits to answer prayer. 

That rich atoning blood. 
Which sprinkled round we see, 
Provides for those who come to God» 
An all-prevailing plea. 

My soul, ask what thou wilt. 
Thou canst not be too bold ; 
Since his own blood foj us he spilt» 
What else can Vie yi*\\JE^c\^% 
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Beyond our utmost wants, 
His love and pow*r can bless, 
The favors that to prayer he grants, 
Are great and numberless. 

HYMN 126. L. M. 

WAREHAM. — LUTON. — TRURO. 

Where two or three, with sweet accord, 
Obedient to their sov'reign Lord, 
Meet to recount his acts of grace, 
And offer solemn prayer and praise ; 

*• There," saith the Saviour, " I will be^ 

** Amid that little company ; 

** To them unveil my smiling face, 

** And shed my glories round the place." 

We meet at thy command, O Lord, 
Relying on thy faithful word ; 
Now send thy spirit from above. 
Now fill our hearts with heavenly love. 

HYMN 127. D. c. M. 

ST. MATTHEW'S. — ST. DAVID'S. — UNIVERSITY. 

Lord, when we bend before thy throne. 

And our confession pour, 
Teach us to feel the sins we own. 

And shun what we deplore : 
Our broken spirits pitying see ; 

True penitence impart ; 
Then let a kindling glance from thee 

Beam hope upon the heart. 

When our responsive tongues essay, 
Their grateful hymns to raise, 

Grant that our souls may join the lay, 
And mount to thee in praise ; 

k3 
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Then on thy glories while we dwell, 
Thy mercies while we view, 

May faith and love unite to tell, 
God is our Father too. 

When we disclose our wants in prayer, 

May we our wills resign. 
And not a thought our bosom share 

That is not wholly thine ; 
May faith each weak petition fill. 

And waft it to the skies ; 
And teach our hearts 'tis goodness still. 

That grants it, or denies. 



HYMN 128. D. c. M. 

ST. Matthew's. — London. — Bedford. 

Lord, teach us how to pray aright. 

With rev'rence and with fear. 
Though dust and ashes in thy sight. 

We may, we must draw near ; 
God of all grace, we come to thee. 

With broken contrite hearts ; 
Give, what thine eye delights to see^ 

Truth in the inward parts : 

Give deep humility ; — the sense 

Of godly sorrow give ; 
A strong desiring confidence 

To see thy face and live : 
Faith in the only sacrifice. 

That can for sin atone ; 
To cast our hopes, to fix our eyes 

On Christ — on Yiiin a\oiie. 
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Patience to watch, and wait, and weep, 

Though mercy long delay ; 
Courage our fainting souls to keep, 

And trust thee though thou slay : 
Give these, — and then thy will be done ; 

Thus worthless though they be, 
The prayers we offer through thy Son, 

Shall favor find with thee. 

HYMN 129. c. M. 

CAMBRIDGE. — NSEDWOOD FOREST. — SHEPHERD. 

Great shepherd of thy people, hear ! 

Thy presence now display ; 
As thou hast given a place of prayer, 

So give us hearts to pray. 

Within these walls let holy peace. 
And love, and concord dwell ; 

Here give the troubled conscience ease ; 
The wounded spirit heal. 

The melting eye, the feeling heart. 

The humbled mind bestow ; 
A careful diligence impart. 

That we in grace may grow. 

And may the gospel's joyful sound, 

Enforc'd by mighty grace ; 
Awaken many sinners round, 

To come and seek thy face. 

HYMN 130. 0. M. 

ST. JAMES*. — ABRIDGE. — IRISH. 

O Lord, thy gracious word declares. 
That those who seek thy face, 

Shall have an answer to their prayers, 
Out of thy holy place. 
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Thy servants have a friend that hears, 
And marks their plaintive cry ; 

That heals their wounds, allays their fears, 
And bids their sorrows fly. 

O teach us, Lord, in prayer to lift 

Our spirits to thy dirone ; 
And wait and wrestle for the gift 

Of grace, by Christ alone. 

Teach us not only with our lips. 

But with our hearts to pray ; 
Nor let our unbelief eclipse. 

Thy mercy's cheering ray. 

O may we taste how good thou art, 

To those who trust thy word. 
That neither life, nor death may part 

Our spirits from the Lord. 

HYMN 131. c. M. 

WILTSHIRE. — OXFORD. — IPSWICH. 

Again our earthly cares we leave 

And to thy courts repair ; 
Again with joyful feet we ^ome. 

To meet our Saviour there. 

May we in faith receive thy word. 

In faith present our prayers ; 
And in the presence of our Lord, 

Unbosom all our cares. 

The clouds which veil thee from our sight. 

In pity, Lord, remove ; 
Dispose our hearts to hear aright, 
T/ie message of t\\y \o\e. 
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Impressed with holy fear and love, 

We kneel before thy face ; 
Oh, may the children of thy power 

Be children of thy grace « 

HYMN 132. L. M. 

ANGELS. — JOB. — ISLINGTON. 

Few are the hours when we can share. 
The comfort of united prayer ; 
In Jesu's name together meet. 
And put the world beneath our feet. 

Yet, Lord, thy goodness we adore. 
Which now assembles us once more ; 
O may we here thy presence find. 
And serve thee with a thankful mind. 

Teach us, though in a world of sin. 
Heaven's best employment to begin ; 
To speak our great Redeemer's praise. 
And love his name and learn his ways. 

Grant that our souls renew'd by thee, 
In faith and friendship may agree ; 
And for thy sake delight to heal. 
Or share the pain that others feel. 

Teach us to love as christians ought. 
Nor keep one proud or angry thought ; 
And when we meet or when we part, 
O may we still be joined in heart. 

Father, look down with pitying eye ; 
Our sins forgive, our wants supply ; 
Through stedfast faith that works by love^ 
Prepare us for thy rest abo^e. 
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HYMN 133. L. M. 

OLAVE's. — ST. PETER'S. — ST. WILFRID's. 

Lord, can I ever love to be 
Where is no mention made of thee ? 
Where thy dear name is never heard. 
Nor honour given to thy word ? 

Can I delight to dwell with those, 
Who daily thy blest will oppose ? 
Or can my views with theirs combine. 
Who bow to other laws than thine ? 

Saviour, a loving spint give. 
In peace with all men let me live ; 
But for my friends those only claim, 
Who love and reverence thy name. 

Such friendships I would wish to make 
As death itself can never break ; 
And join on earth in holy love, 
With those whom I may meet above. 

O happy meeting, joyful hour. 
When cleans'd from sin's polluting pow'r. 
Friendship in realms of peace shall glow. 
With beauty never seen below. 

HYMlSr 134. c. M. 

For a congregational collection, 
1 Chron. XXIX. 14. 

ST. JAMES' .^-WESTMINSTER. — HOWARD. 

Lord, when our ofTrings we present 
Before thy gracious throne. 

We but return what thou hast lent. 
And give ihee o£ lYvwi^ oy^w* 
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The eartli, with all its wealth, is thine* 
The heav*ns with all their host ; 

Why should we then in want repine^ 
Or in abundance boast ; 

The power and willingness to give, 

Alike proceed from thee ; 
We still are debtors, since we live 

Only by thy decree. 

Ourselves, our all, to thee we owe, 

And if we come behind 
What others of their wealth bestow. 

Accept our willing mind. 

O Lord, our contributions bless. 

For their appointed end ; 
And crown with happiest success. 

The cause that we befriend. 

HYMN 135. L. M. 

EVENING HTMN. 

Glory to thee, my God, this night. 
For all the blessings of the light ; 
Keep me, O keep me, king of kings, 
Under thine own Almighty wings. 

Forgive me. Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ills that I this day have done ; 
That with the world, myself, and thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed ; 
Teach me to die, that so I may. 
With joy behold the judgmetvX Aac^, 
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O may my soul on thee repose, 
And with sweet sleep my eye-lids close ; 
Sleep, which may me more active make 
To serve my God when I awake. 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise him above, ye heav'nly host ; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

HYMN 136. c. M. 

BEFORE SERMON. 
ST. David's. — ^Wiltshire. — bsdford. 
Almighty God, eternal Lord, 

Thy gracious power make known ; 
Touch, by the virtue of thy word. 
And melt the heart of stone. 

Speak with the voice that wakes the dead 

And bid the sleeper rise ; 
And teach the hardened soul to dread 

The death that never dies. 

May we receive the word we hear, 

Each in an honest heart ; 
Lay up the precious treasure there, 

And never with it part. 

O let our darkness comprehend, 
The light that shines so clear ; 

Spirit of holiness descend, 
And give us ears to hear. 

Our faith and hope, O Lord, increase^ 

And guide us by thy light ; 
Till hope shall in enjoyment cease. 
And faith be lost in s\^\a. 
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HYMN 137. p. M. 

HATDN. — R0U8SBAU*S DREAM.^-HELMSLBY. 

Come, thou soul-transforming spirit, 
Bless the sower and the seed ; 

Let us each thy grace inherit, 
Raise the weak, the hungry feed ; 

From the gospel 
Now supply thy people's need. 

Help us all to ask the blessing, 
Which thy mercy waits to give ; 

May we all thy love possessing, 
Joyfully the truth receive ; 

And for ever 
To thy praise and glory live. 

HYMN 138. c. M. 

AFTER SERMON. 

DEVIZES.— ST. JAMES*. — ABRIDGE. 

Almighty God, thy vford is cast 

Like seed into the ground ; 
Now let the dew of heav'n descend. 

And righteous fruits abound. 

Let not the foe of Christ and man 

This holy seed remove : 
But give it root in ev*ry heart. 

To bring forth fruits of love. 

Let not the world's deceitful cares. 

The rising plant destroy ; 
But let it yield, an hundred fold, 

The fruits of peace aiA \o>j • 
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Nor let thy word, so kindly sent, 

To raise us to thy throne, 
Return to thee and sadly tell, 

That we reject thy Son. 

Oft as the precious Seed is sown. 
Thy quickening grace bestow ; 

That all, whose souls the truth receive, 
Its saving power may know. 

HYMN 139. L. M. 

DUKE ST. — JOB. — TRURO. 

Almighty Father, bless the word. 
Which through thy grace we now have heard ; 
O may the precious seed take root. 
Spring up, and bear abundant firuit ! 

We praise thee for the means of grace. 
Thus in thy courts to seek thy face ; 
Grant, Lord, that we who worship here 
May all at length in heav'n appear. 

HYMN 140. p. M. 

HAYDN. — HELMSLST. — MOSCOW. 

Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing. 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace ; 

Let us each, thy love possessing. 
Triumph in redeeming grace. 

O refresh us 
Travelling through this wilderness. 

Thanks we give and adoration, 

For thy gospel's joyful sound ; 
May the fruits of thy salvation, 
In our hearts and lives abound. 

May thy presence 
With us evermore be fovwvd. 
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So whene'er the signal's given, 

Us from earth to call away, 
Borne on angeFs wings to heav'n, 

Glad the summons to obey ; 
May we ever 

Reign with Christ in endless day. 

HYMN 141. c. M. 

BAFnSM. 

BED FORD .^-ST. DAVID* S.'—UNIVERSITT. 

How large the promise, how divine^ 

To Abraham decreed ; 
Thy God I am, for ever thine, 

The God of all thy seed. 

The words of everlasting love 

From age to age endure ; 
The angel of the covenant proves, 

And seals the blessings sure. 

Jesus the ancient faith confirms, 

To our forefathers given ; 
He takes young children in his arms, 

And calls them heirs of heaven. 

O God ! how &ithful are thy ways ! 

Thy love is still the same ; 
Thou wilt not from the promised grace 

Blot out the children's name. 

HYMN 142. 0. M. 

WILTSHIRE. — SHEPHERD. — HOWARD. 

See Israel's gentle shepherd stands, 

With all engaging charms ; 
Hark, how he calls the tender lambs^ 

And folds them in his axrasV 
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" Permit them to approach," he cries, 
** Nor scorn their humble name ; 

'* It was to save such souls as these, 
" The Lord of angels came/* 

We bring them. Lord, with thankful hands. 

And yield them up to thee ; 
Joyful that we ourselves are diine. 

Thine let our offspring be. 

Ye little flock, with pleasure hear ; 

Ye children, seek his face ; 
And fly with transports to receive 

The blessings of his grace. 

If orphans ye are left behind, 

His guardian care we trust ; 
That care shall heal your bleeding hearts. 

When weeping o'er our dust. 

HYMN 143. c. M. 

ABRIDGE. — UNIVERSITY. — SHEFFIELD. 

Thus saith Jehovah ; " I the Lord, 

" Will be a God to thee, 
" Will bless thy numerous race, and they 

" Shall be a seed for me.'* 

Abram believ'd the promised ghice, 

And gave his sons to God ; 
But water seals the covenant now. 

Which then was seal'd with blood. 

Thus Lydia's house was sanctified. 

When she received the word ; 
Thus the believing jailor gave 
Hia household to the liK>i^« 
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Thus do thy saints, O faithful God, 

Thine ancient truth embrace ; 
To thee their infant offspring bring, 

And humbly claim the grace. 

HYMN 144. s. M. 

SHIRLAND. — HADLEIGH. — MT. BPHRAIM. 

Great God, now condescend 
To bless our rising race ; 
Soon may their willing spirits bend, 
To thy Almighty grace. 

In humble faith and prayer. 
We bring them Lord, to thee ; 
Let them thy covenant mercies share, 
And thy salvation see. 

Bless, O thou God of love, 
This ordinance divine ; 
Send thy good spirit from above. 
And make these children thine. 

HYMN 145. c. M. 

ST. David's. — st. james'.— irish. 
Jesus, we lifl our souls to thee ! 

Thy holy spirit breathe, 
And let this little infant be 

Baptized unto thy death. 

O let thine unction on him rest, 

Thy grace his soul renew ; 
And write within his tender breast, 

Thy name and nature too. 

If thou shouldst quickly end his days, 
His place with thee prepare ; 

And if thou lengthen out his race, 
Continue still thy care. 



Thy faitliful servant let him prove 

Begirt with truth divine ; 
The purchase of thy dying lore, 

O keep him ever thine. 
Lord, plant U8 all into thy death, 

That we thy life may prove; 
Partakers of thy cross beneath. 

And of thy crown above. 

HTMN 146. c. M. 

ON THE BAPTISM OF ADULTS. 



" Fboclaiu," saith Christ, " my wra 
grace 

"To all the sons of men; 
" He that believes and is baptiz'd, 

" Salvation shall obtain." 
O Father send thy grace on those 

Who, hoping in thy word. 
This day have publicly declar'd 

That Jesus is their Lord. 
With cheerful speed may they advan 

And run the christian race ; 
And through the troubles of the way 

Find all-sufficient grace. 

HYMN 147. c. M. 
THE LORD'S SUPPER. 



Bless'd with the presence of their C 

And mindjul of his grace. 

Long was the dail^ victim slain. 

By Israel's chosen lace. 
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At length the Lamb, thus shadow 'd forth, 

(The spotless Lamb of God,) 
Came to redeem our souls from death, 

By his atoning blood. 

In mem'ry of Christ's dying love 

We keep the joyful feast ; 
Where ev'ry humble contrite heart. 

Is made a welcome guest. 

The vile, the lost, — ^to us he calls : 

And bids us each draw near ; 
The righteous in their own esteem 

Find no acceptance here. 

By faith, we take the bread of life, 
With which our souls are fed ; 

The cup, in token of his blood, 
Which is for many shed. 

Jesus, we thankfully adore. 
And praise thy wondrous love ; 

And thus anticipate, by faith, 
Eternal joys above. 

HYMN 148. c. M. 

BEDFORD. — ST. ANN'S. — HOWARD. 

Ye contrite souls, in spirit poor, 

Behold a heav*nly feast. 
Where mercy spreads her bounteous store. 

For ev'ry humble guest. 

In Christ, the father reconciled 

Most freely bids you come ; 
The rebel shall be calFd a child^ 

And kindly welcomed Yvoiw^* 
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With tliankful hearts, O come and tas 

The blessings of his love ; 
While hope aspires to a repast, 

Of nobler joys above. 
There, nith united heart and voice. 

Before the heav'nly throne, 
Ten tiiousand thousand souls rejoice 

In love and joy unknown. 
And for ten thousand thousand more 

There still is plenteous room ; 
Let all mankind the grace adore. 

Let ev'ry sinner come. 

HYMN 149. 0. M. 



Come Holy Ghost, thine influence sfa 

And realise the sign ; 
Thy life infuse into die bread ; 

Thy power into the wine. 
Effectual let thy tokens prove ; 

And made by heav'nly art. 
Fit channels to convey tiiy love 

To ev'ry faithful heart. 

HYMN 150. p. M. 

Bread of the world, in mercy brol 
Wine of the soul, in mercy shed I 

By whom the words of life were spok 
And in whose death our ains are di 
Look on the heart by sorrow broki 
Look on the tears by sinners shed 

And be thy feast to us the token. 
That by thy grace ovw bovi\* mt fe 
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HYMN 151. c. M. 

80UTHWEALD. — DEVIZES. — UNIVERSITY. 

Lord, at thy table we behold 

The wonders of thy grace ; 
But most of all admire that we 

Should find a welcome place. 

We, who are all defird with sin, 

And rebels to our God ; 
We, who have crucified thy son 

And trampled on his blood. 

What strange surprising grace is this, 
That we, so lost, have room ! 

Jesus our weary souls invites, 
And freely bids us come. 

Ye saints below, and hosts of heav*n. 
Join all your sacred powers ; 

No theme is like redeeming love. 
No Saviour is like ours. 

HYMN 152. L. M. 

LUTON. — WAREHAM. — ANGELS. 

To Jesus, our exalted Lord, 
That name in heaven and earth ador'd. 
Fain would our hearts and voices raise, 
A cheerful song of sacred praise. 

But all the notes which mortals know. 
Are weak, and languishing, and low ; 
Far, far above our humble songs. 
The theme demands immortal tongues. 

Yet whilst around his board we meet, 

And worship at his sacred feet, 

O let our warm afrectioiv& tcvon^ 

Lmi glad returns of gtatefuWoN^. 
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Yes, Lord, we love thee and adore, 
But long to know and love thee more ; 
And whilst we taste the bread and wine^ 
Desire to feed on joys divine. 

Let faith our feeble senses aid, 
To see thy wondrous love displayed ; 
Thy broken flesh, thy bleeding veins, 
Thy dreadful agonizing pains. 

Saviour, repentance now bestow. 
Let tears of grateful sorrow flow ; 
And thy forgiving love impart 
Life, hope, and joy, to every heart. 

HYMN 153. c. M. 

DEVIZES. — ABINGDON. — ST. ANN'S. 

How strange, that souls, whom Jesus feeds 

With manna from above. 
Should grieve him by their evil deeds. 

And sin against such love. 

Behold a greater wonder still. 
That he from whom they stray, 

Should bear with their rebellious will. 
And wash their sins away. 

Lord, has not yet my stubborn heart 

Exhausted all thy grace ? 
Kind and forgiving as thou art. 

Can I behold thy face ? 

Can such a rebel be receiv'd 

Into thy blest abode ? 
Have not my sins too often griev'd, 
The Spirit of my Godi 
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Lord, in thy love I yet behold 

An undiminished store ; 
A depth unmeasured and untold, 

A sea without a shore. 

Such love is suited to my case, 

And equal to my need ; 
Lord, from the fulness of thy grace, 

My hungering spirit feed. 

HYMN 154. 0. M. 

ST. DAVID'S. — ABRIDGE. — IRISH. 

Great God I when I approach thy throne, 

And all thy glory see ; 
This is my stay, and this alone. 

That Jesus died for me ! 

How can a soul condemned to die^" 

Escape the just decree ? 
A vile unworthy wretch am I, 

But Jesus died for me ! 

Burden'd with sin's oppressive chain, 

O how can I get free ? 
No peace can all my efforts gain, 

But Jesus died for me ! 

My course I could not safely steer. 
Through life's tempestuous sea ; 

Did not this truth relieve my fear. 
That Jesus died for me ! 

And, Lord, when I behold thy face. 

This must be all my plea ; 
Save me by thy Almighty grace. 

For Jesus died for me \ 



I 
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3 HYHKS. 

BTSiN 155. c. M. 

CAMBRIDGE. — ST. STEPHEN'S. SHEFFIELD. 

o God be glory, peace on earth, 
Good-will to mortals shown ; 
^e praise, we bless, we glorify, 
We worship thee alone. 

We thank thee for thy glorious grace, 
That fills our souls with light ; 

Lord God ! — ^the king of heav'n ! — the God 
And Father of all might. 

And thou, beloved Son of God, 

That tak*st our sins away, 
Have mercy, Saviour of mankind. 

And hear us when we pray. 

Thou, who dost sit at God's right hand, 

Upon the Father's throne. 
Have mercy, mercy on us. Lord, 

Who art the holy one. 

Thou, with the Holy Ghost, O Christ, 
Whom heav'n and earth adore. 

High in the Father's glory art. 
Most high for evermore. 

HYMN 156. L. M. 

CONFIRMATION. 

WARBHAM. — MORNING HYMN. — ISRAEL 

Look down, O Lord, and on our yout 
Bestow the gift of heav'nly grace ; 
And let the seed of sacred truth, 
d in each mind a ftuMvA ^W^* 
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Soon to appear before thy sight, 
Their vow and promise to renew, 
Prepare them for the solemn rite ; 
Bid each his heart and life review. 

The cross that mark'd their infant brow, 
May it a faithful emblem prove ; 
That they shall keep that sacred vow, 
And walk as children of thy love. 

Lord, teach them to remember thee, 
Their great creator, from their youth. 
Advancing to maturity 
In years, in knowledge, grace and truth. 

Now in the strength of power divine, 

O may they all with glad accord, 

In holy covenant combine. 

And join themselves to Christ the Lord. 

Thy sons and daughters may they be. 
Confirmed and strengthened by thy grace ; 
And safe through life preserved by thee, 
In heaven behold thee face to face, 

HYMN 157. c. M. 

RICHMOND. — UNIVERSITY. — OXFORD. 

Thy promised help, O Lord, impart 

To those assembled here ; 
Let thy good spirit cleanse their heart. 

And guide them in thy fear. 

Lord, they are thine, redeemed by thee, 
Wash'd in the fountain pure ; 

From ev'ry danger keep them free» 
And in- thy church secure. ^ 
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Clothe them with armour from above. 
To screen them from their foe ; 

Let &ith, and hope, and heavenly love. 
In them increase, and grow. 

Their steps confirm, their hearts sustain. 
And shield them by thy hand ; 

That near thy tents they may remain,. 
And by thy favour stand. 

Beneath thy banners may they fight. 

And ev'ry foe subdue ; 
Till they are crown'd before thy sights 

As soldiers good and true. 

HYMN 158. c. M. 

DKYIZES. — ST. ANM'8. — ^HOWARD. 

Witness, ye men and angels, now ; 

Before die Lord we speak ; 
To him we make our solemn vow, 

A vow we dare not break. 

That, long as life itself shall last. 
Ourselves to Christ we yield ; 

Nor from his cause will we depart. 
Or ever quit the field. 

We trust not in our native strength. 

But on his grace rely. 
That, with returning wants, the Lord, 

Will all our needs supply. 

Lord, guide our erring footsteps right. 

And keep us in thy ways ; 
And, while we turn our vows to prayers^ 

Turn thou out pta^w^ \o ^iwaa. 
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HYMN 159. 8. M. 

AFTER CONFIRMATION. 

FALCON ST. — SHIRLAND.— CARLI8LK. 

Soldiers of Christ, arise, 
And put your armour on, 
Strong in the strength which Grod supplieS| 
Through his eternal Son. 

Strong in the Lord of hosts, 
And in his mighty power, 
Who in the strength of Jesus trusts. 
Is more than conqueror. 

Stand then in his great might. 
With all his strength endued ; 
And take, to arm you for the fight. 
The panoply of Grod. 

That, having all things done. 
And all your conflicts past, 
Ye may behold your victory won. 
And stand complete at last. 

HYMN 160. L. M. 
1 Chron. iy. 10. 
warkham.— old 100.— kjrkation. 
O God of Israel, hear my prayer, 
Let me thy covenant mercy share ; 
Thou shalt, O Lord, my portion be ; 
O let thy blessing rest on me. 

If shining suns my path attend. 
And all their cheering influence lend ; 
Thy blessing Lord, I most desire, 
To that my nopes shall still ns^u^* 

l2 
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Or if affliction's storms should low V, 
I will not fear the darkest hour ; 
On thee will rest my anxious mind, 
And in thy blessing comfort find. 

Preserve me from the snares of sin, 
And ever keep my conscience clean ; 
Till all the cares of life shall cease, 
And blessed by thee, I die in peace. 

Thus while the pious Jabez pray'd, 
God granted the request he made ; 
And all who seek the Lord, shall find 
The God of Jabez still as kind. 

Oh, Lord, may those assetybled here. 
With holy love and humble fear. 
Like him present the fervent prayer, 
And in thy richest blessings share. 



HYMN 161. 

MARRIAGE. 

'Tis Christ who clasps the marriage band. 

And fits the spousal ring. 
Then leaves ye kneeling, hand in hand. 

Out of his stores to bring 
His Father's dearest blessing, shed 
Of old on Isaac's nuptial bed. 
Now on the board before ye spread. 

Of our all bounteous king. 

All blessings of the breast and womb. 
Of heaven and earth beneath. 

Of converse high, and sacred home. 
Are yours, *m \\fc eixvd. dftath* 



Only kneel on, nor turn away 
From the pure shrine, where Christ to-day, 
Will store each flower, ye duteous lay. 
For an eternal wreath. 



HYMN 162. L. M. 

OLD 100. — MORNING HYMN. 

With cheerful voices rise and sing 
The praises of our God and King; 
For he alone can minds unite, 
And bless with permanent delight. 

O may thy servants ever find 
Substantial pleasures of the mind ; 
Happy together may they be, 
And both united, Lord, to thee. 

So may they live as truly one. 
And when their work on earth is done, 
Rise hand in hand to heav'n and share 
The joys of love for ever there. 

HYMN 163. D. c. M. 

MINISTRY OF THE GOSPEL. 

CAMBRIDGE. — WARWICK. — ST. STEPHEN'S. 

How blest the feet which bring the news 

Of life and joy to me ! 
What happy messengers of peace. 

Appointed, Lord, by tliee ! 

These are my God's ambassadors, 

By whom his mind I know ; 
God's angels in his lower heaven*. 

His ministers below. 

1.3 ^ 
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Lord, thou art in them of a truth ; 

And, that I may not stray, 
Tliv clouds and pillars march before. 

And shew me Canaan*s way. 

1 bless my God, who is my guide ; 

I walk in Sion's ways ; 
When shall I sing on Sion's hiU 

Thine everlasting praise ? 

HYMN 164. 8. M. 

SHIRLAND. — FALCON 8TRBBT. — MOUNT BPHEAIll. 

Great is the Lord our God ; 
Let all adore and fear ; 
He makes the church his own abode. 
To set his glory there. 

These temples of his grace, 

How beautiful they stand ! 

The honors of our native place ; 

The bulwarks o£ our land. 

For God defends his fold ; 
He keeps, and feeds his own; 
Our fathers have his wonders told, 
And we his grace have known. 

In trials and distress. 
We'll to his house repair ; 
For there the Lord deh'ghts to bless, 
And we will seek him there. 

HYMN 166. L. M. 

CHELMSFORD .^-ST. OBOROB'S 

The Saviour, when to heaven he rose 
In triumph o'er his vanquished foes, 
i^eceived gifts for men below, 
GiAs on his chutdi deA^e^Xo ^wc. 

I 
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Appointed by his gracious hand, 
Her ministers in order stand ; 
Apostles first her guides were given, 
And holy Prophets, taught from heaven. 

Evangelists in bright array 
Shed light upon the heav'nly way ; 
And still, O Lord, thy favoured fold, 
Its pastors, sent by thee, behold. 

From Christ their gifts they all derive. 
And fed by him, their graces live ; 
Whilst guarded by his powerful hand. 
Ambassadors for him they stand. 

So shall the bright succession run 
Through all the courses of the sun ; 
Whilst unborn churches, by their care. 
Shall rise and flourish large and fair. 

HYMN 166. p. M. [6's. & 8's.] 

PROPER. — QROYE. 

Mark the soft falling snow, 

And the diftusive rain. 

To heav'n from whence it fell, 

It turns not back again ; 
But waters earth through ev'ry pore. 
And calls forth all its secret store. 

Arrayed in beauteous green. 

The hills and valleys shine, 

And man and beast are fed 

By providence divine ; 
The harvest bows its golden ears, 
The copious seed of futare ^e«x&. 
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" So," saith the God of grace, 

*^ My gospel shall descend, 

" Almighty to effect 

" The purpose I intend : 
*^ Millions of souls shall feel its pow'r, 
** And bear it down to millions more." 



HYMN 167. c. M. 
ST. Ann's. — Milan. — irish. 

Let Zion's watchmen undismayed 

The heav'nly warning give ; 
And to the message of their God, 

Let all give ear, and live. 

'Tis not a cause of small import 

The pastor's care demands ; 
But what might fill an Angel's heart. 

And a Redeemer's hands. 

They watch for souls, for which the Lord 

Did heav'nly bliss forego ; 
For souls, which must for ever live 

In happiness or woe. 

All to the dread tribunal haste. 

Account to render there; 
And shouldst thou strictly mark our faults. 

Lord, how shall we appear ? 

May they in Jesus, whom they preach, 

Their own Redeemer see; 
A ml Lord, watch daily o'er their souls. 

That they may walcYv fox ^^^. 
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HYMJS^ 168. s. M. 

TALCON ST.— CARLISLE. — 8HIRLAN0. 

Ye messengers of Christ, 
His sovereign call obey ; 
Arise, and follow where he leads. 
And peace attend your way. 

The master whom you serve 
Will needful strength bestow ; 
Depending on his promised aid. 
With sacred courage go. 

Mountains shall sink to plains, 
Satan in vain oppose ; 
The cause is God's, and will prevail. 
In spite of all his foes. 

Go, spread a Saviour's fame ; 
And tell his matchless grace, 
To the most guilty and depraved 
Of Adam's numerous race. 

We wish you in his name. 
Beyond your hopes success ; 
Assur'd that he who sends you forth. 
Will all your labours bless. 

HYMN 169. c. M. 

DEVIZES. OXFORD. — BEDFORD. 

Chief shepherd of thy chosen sheep, 

From death and sin set free ; 
May ev'ry under-shepherd keep 

His eye intent on thee. 

With grace thy pastors. Lord, prepare. 

To execute thy will ; 
Fill them with patience, love, aud e^x^^ 

And faiibfulneBs, and skiW. 
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Grant them with diligence and zeal 
Their flocks to feed and teach ; 

And let their blameless conduct seal 
The sacred tmdis they preach* 

MISSIONS. 
HYMN 170. L. M. 

CHELMSFORD.— NKW SABBATHw— LUTOW. 

Mark'd as the purpose o£ the skies. 
This promise meets our anxious eyes. 
That heathen lands the Lord shall know. 
And with true faith, each bosom glow. 

E'en now the hallow'd scenea appear, 
E'en now unfolds the promised year ; 
Lo, distant shores thy heralds trace, 
And wing the tidings of thy grace. 

In burning climes, and frozen plains, 
Where heathen darkness brooding reigns, 
Lord, mark their steps, their fears subdue. 
And nerve their arm and clear their view. 

When worn by toil, their spirits fail. 
Bid them the glorious future hail ; 
Bid them the crown of life survey. 
And onward urge their conquering way. 

So on the Indian's gloomy night 
The eastern star shall shed her light. 
And Jesu*s hallow'd reign control, 
The stormy passions of the soul. 

So shall Messiah's influence cheer 
His humble cot, which still is dear. 
And Aeav'nly hope his soul pervade. 
Though life, and time, axA vioA^iflKJIlCade. 
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HYMN 171. L. ic. 

CREATION. — 8T0NBFIBLD. — ItRAXL. 

Jesus shall reign where'er the suDi 
Doth his successive joumies run ; 
His kingdom spread from shore to shore^ 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more» 

To him shall endless prayer be made, 
And princes throng to crown his head ; 
His name like sweet perfume shall rise, 
With every morning sacrifice. 

People and realms, of ev'ry tongue, 
Dwell on his love with sweetest song ; 
And infant voices shall proclaim, 
Their early blessings on his name. 

Blessings abound where Jesus reigns, 
The prisoner leaps to burst his chains ; 
The weary find eternal rest. 
And all the sons of want are blest. 

Where he displays his healing power. 
Death and the curse are known no more ; 
In him the tribes of Adam boast 
More blessings than their father lost. 

Let ev'ry creature rise, and bring 
Peculiar honours to our king : 
Angels descend with songs again, 
And earth repeat the loud Amen. 

HYMN 172. p. M. [8's & 7's.] 

" Come and help us.** 

SIC. MARINERS. — BENARBS.— BENEDICTION. 

Hark ! what mean those lamentations. 
Rolling sadly through the sky ? 

'Tis the cry of heathen national — 
Come and help us, or yie die« 
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Hear the heathen's sad complaining, 
Christians, hear their dying cry ; 

And, the love of Christ constraining, 
Haste to help them, ere they die. 

HYMN 173. p. M. [7's & 6's.] 

MISSIONARY. — VIENNA. 

From Greenland's icy mowitains, 

From India's coral strand. 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river, 

From many a palmy plain. 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 

What though the spicy breezes 

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle ; 
Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile : 
In vain with lavish kindness, 

The gifts of God are strewn. 
The heathen in his blindness. 

Bows down to wood and stone. 

Shall we, whose souls are lighted 
With wisdom from on high. 

Shall we to man benighted 
The lamp of life deny ? 

Salvation ! oh, Salvation ! 
The joyful sound proclaim, 

Till each remotest nation 
Has learnt MessiaYv'snam^X 
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Waft, waft, ye winds, his story, 

And you, ye waters, roll, 
Till, like a sea of glory. 

It spreads from pole to pole : 
Till, o'er our ransom'd nature 

The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, king. Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign. 

HYMN 174. L. M. 

JOB. ISLINGTON. ISRAEL. 

Almighty God, to thee we pray, 
For those sent forth to preach thy way ; 
Thy servants bless, their zeal approve, 
The zeal which burns to spread thy love. 

With cheerful steps let them proceed, 
Where'er thy providence shall lead ; 
Be thou, O Lord, their guide and friend, 
Let mercy all their paths attend. 

Great may the multitudes be found, 
Who shall attend the gospel's sound, 
While heathen nations, bond and free, 
In suppli^t throngs resort to thee. 

Where Pagan altars now are built. 
And blood, for sin, is vainly spilt, 
There be die bleeding cross upreared, 
And God, our God, sdone revered. 

Where captives groan beneath their chain, 
Let grace, and love, and concord reign ; 
And may the aged, and the youn^ 
Thy praises sing with io'jttV XiCwvgQ^^% 
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HTMN 176. L. ic. 

FOR THE JEWS. 

WARIHAM.— OLAVS'S. 

Great God of Abraham, hear our prayer ; 
Let Abraham's seed thy mercy share ; 
O may they now at length return, 
And look on him they pierc'd, and mourn. 

Remember Jacob's flock of old, 
Bring home the wand'rers to thy fold ; 
Remember, too, thy promis*d word, 
** Israel at last shall seek the Lord." 

Though outcasts still, estrai^'d firom thee» 
Cut off from their own olive tree. 
Why should they longer such remain ; 
For thou canst graft them in again. 

Lord, put thy law within their heart, 
Cause them to choose the better part ; 
The veil of darkness rend in two. 
Which hides Messiah from their view. 

O haste the day foretold so long. 
When Jew and Greek, a glorious throng ! 
One house shall seek, one prayer shall pour, 
And one Redeemer shall adore. 

HYMN 176. L. M. 

OLD lOO.^-WARXH AM.— CREATION. 

Arise, great God, and let thy grace 
Shed its glad beams on Jacob's race ; 
Restore the long-lost scatter*d band, 
iiid call them to tVie\t Tval\\e\«Rd, 
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Their misery let thy mercy heal, 
Their trespass hide, their pardon seal | 
O God of Israel, hear our prayer, 
And grant them still thy love to share. 

How long shall Jacob's offsprii^ prove 
The sad suspension of thy love f 
How long shall thy fierce anger bum t 
And wilt thou never more return ? 

Thy quick'nii^ spirit now impart, 
And wake to joy each grateful hearty 
"While Israel's rescu'd tribes in thee 
Their bliss and full salvation see. 

HYMN 177. L. M. 

PRAYER FOR GENTILES AND JEWS. 

CREATION. — DUl^ ST.-*6TONEFIBtO. 

Abm of the Lord, awake, awake ! 
Put on thy strength, the nations shake : 
And let the world, adoring, see 
Triumphs of mercy wrought by thee* 

Say to the heathen, firom thy throiie» 
*' I am Jehovah, God alone !" 
Thy voice their idols shall confoUtid, 
And cast their altars to the ground. 

No more let human blood be spilt^ 
Vain sacrifice for human guilt ; 
But to each conscience be applied, 
The blood that flow'd from Jesu's side* 

Arm of the Lord, thy power extend ; 
Let Mahomet's imposture end ; 
Break superstition's Papal chain^ 
And the proud scoffer's rage t^bXx^vciv 
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Let Zion's timie of favour come, ' 
Oh, bring the tribes of Israel home ; 
And let our wondering ejes behold 
Gentiles and Jews in Jesu*s fold ? 

Almighty God, thy grace proclaim 
To men of every clime and name ; 
Let adverse powers before thee fall, 
And crown the Saviour Lord of all. 



HYMN 178. L. M. 

Consecration of a Church or Chapel. 

WAREHAM. — OLD 100. — ^WARRINGTON. 

And wilt thou, O eternal God 

On earth establish thine abode ? 

Look then we pray thee, from thy throne, 

And claim this temple for thine own. 

These walls we to thine honour raise. 
Long may they echo in thy praise ; 
And thou, descending, fill the place 
With the rich tokens of thy grace. 

Here while thy ministers proclaim 
The glories of thy saving name ; 
Jesus, amid thy people be, 
Let many hearts be turned to thee. 

And in the last decisive day. 
When God the nations shall survey, 
May it to thy great praise appear. 
Thousands were bom iox ^ox^ \v«^. 
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HYMN 179. [7's.] 

GERMAN. ALMA. ALCESTER . 

Lord of hosts, to thee we raise 
Here a house of prayer and praise ; 
Thou thy people's hearts prepare, 
Here to meet for praise and prayer. 

Let the living here be fed 
With thy word, the heavenly bread ; 
Here, in hope of glory bless*d 
May the dead be laid to rest. 

Here to thee a temple stand, 
While the sea shall gird the land ; 
Here reveal thy mercy sure. 
While the sun and moon endure. 

Hallelujah ! earth and sky. 

To the joyful sound reply, 

Hallelujsdi : hence ascend 

Prayer and praise, till time shall end. 

HYMN 180. L. M. 

On the appointment qfa minister, 

ISLINGTON. — JOB.^-ISRAKL. 

We bid thee welcome in the name 
Of Jesus, our exalted head ; 
Come as a servant : so he came ; 
And we receive thee in his stead. 

Come as a shepherd : guard and keep. 
His fold from error, and from sin ; 
Nourish the lambs, and feed the shee^^ 
The wounded heal, the loat\)T«vg^\xv* 
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Come as a teacher, sent from God, 
Charg*d his whole counsel to declare ; 
Lift o*er our ranks the prophet's rod. 
While we uphold thy hands with prayer. 

Come as a messenger of peace, 
Fiird with the spirit, fir'd with love : 
Live to behold our large increase, 
And meet us all in realms above. 

HYMN 181. L. M. 

The pastor* » exhortation to hUfioek, 

OLD 100. ST. PETBR'S. 

Mt brethren, from my heart beloved. 
Whose welfare fills my daily care ; 
My present joy, my future crown, 
The word of exhortation hear* 

Stand fast upon the solid rock 
Of the Redeemer's righteousness ; 
Adorn the gospel with your lives. 
And practise what your lips profess. 

With joy anticipate the hour. 
When he, descending from the skies, 
Shall bid your bodies, mean and vile, 
In his all glorious image rise. 

Glory in his dear, honour' d name. 
To him with stedfast purpose cleave ; 
Your all he purchas'd by his blood, 
Let him not less than all receive. 

Such is your pastor's faithful charge. 
Whose soul desires not yours, but you ; 
Hereafter at the Lord's right hand, 
May he with joy \ua ipeo^\^ Vww * 



HYMNS. 235 

HYMN 182. L. M. 

Prayer qfnunister and people, 

WAREHAM. — ANGELS. — LUTON. 

Great Lord, of all the churches, hear 
Thj minister's and people's prayer ; 
Perfum'd by thee, O may it rise. 
Like fragrant incense to the skies. 

May every pastor from above, 
Be now inspired with zeal and love, 
To watch the fold, and feed the sheep, 
And his own heart with care to keep. 

Revive thy churches with thy grace ; 
Heal all our breaches, grant us peace ; 
Raise us from sloth, our hearts inflame 
With ardent zeal for Jttu's name. 

May young and old thy word receive ; 
Dead sinners hear thy voice and live ; 
The wounded conscience healing find. 
And joy refresh each drooping mind. 

May aged saints matur'd with grace, 
Abound in fruits of holiness ; 
And when transplanted to the skies, 
May younger in their stead arise. 

HYMN 183. 8. M. 

FALCON ST.— 8HIBLAND. CARLISLE. 

How beauteous are their feet. 
Who stand on Zion*s hill ; 
Who bring salvation on their tongues^ 
And words of peace Te\e^* 
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How happy are bur ears, 
That hear this joyful sound. 
Which kings and prophets waited for, 
And sought, but never found. 

How blessed are our eyes, 
That see this heavenly light ! 
Prophets and kings desired it long, 
But died without the sight. 

Make bare thine arm^ O Lord, 
Send forth thy truth abroad ; 
Let sinners every where behold, 
Their Saviour and their God. 
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DUKE ST. — CHELMSFORD. — ST. PETKR'S. 

Father of mercies, bow thine ear, 
Attentive to our humble prayer : 
We plead for those who plead for thee. 
Faithful, successful may they be. 

How great their work how vast their charge ! 
Do thou their anxious souls enlarge ; 
Their best acquirements are our gain^ 
We share the blessings they obtain. 

Clothed with an energy divine, 
O may their words indeed be thine ; 
To us by them, thy truth reveal, 
Strengthen their faith, and love, and zeal. 

Teach them to sow the precious seed. 
And carefully thy flock to feed ; 
Teach them immortal souls to win. 
And rescue from tlie stvotes o\ «vw» 
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Let thronging multitudes around, 
Hear from their lips the joyful sound, 
In humble strains thy grace implore, 
And feel thy new creating power. 

Break through their word the sinner's chain, 
And set the prisoners loose again ; 
Let light through distant realms be spread, 
And Zion rear her drooping head. 

HYMN 185. c. M. 

IPSWICH. — ST. DAVID'S. — ST. STEPHEN'S. 

Glory to God, who gave the word. 
And bade the preachers cry ; 

Who caus'd his will to be proclaimed 
And brought salvation nigh. 

Lord, ever give us of this bread. 

And grant us ears to hear ; 
Hearts to receive the heavenly seed, 

And bring forth fruit with fear, 

O may thy word direct our path, 
And guide our fait' ring feet ; 

Direct us in the living way. 
And to thy mercy-seat. 

Fill every hungry soul with grace. 
From thine exhaustless store ; 

Let no one empty go from hence. 
But taste, and pray for more. 

Let all thy children, Lord, be fed 

With thy eternal word ; 
Wiser and stronger may we grow^ 

Increasing in the Lotd. 
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HTHN 180. L. H. 

CRBATION. — I8LlNGT0ir.*-J0B. 

Thou framer of the light and dark. 
Steer through the tempest thine own ark ; 
As through the world our way we take, 
Bless us both when we sleep and wajj^e. 

The rulers of this christian land, 
'Twixt thee and us ordain'd to stand ; 
Guide thou their course, O Lord, aright, 
Let all do all as in thy sight. 

O, by thine own sad burthen borne, 
So meekly up the hill of scorn ; 
Teach thou uiy priests their daily cross 
To bear as thine, nor count it loss. 

Watch by the sick, enrich the poor 
With blessings from thy boundless store ; 
In all revive, or else begin 
Thy work, that none may live in sin. 

HYMN 187. c. M. 

WARWICK. — HOWARD. — DBVIZE8. 

The saints on earth, and saints above. 

But one communion make ; 
Joined to one Lord in bonds of love, 

All of his grace partake. 

One family they dwell in him ; 

One church above, beneath : 
Divided only by the stream. 

The narrow stream of death. 

Lo, thousands to their heav*nly home 

Are passing swiftly on; 
L09 thousands to the brink are come, 
^And we must sooaVjejoiv^* 
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Be thou, O Lord, our constant guide, 

And, when the word is giv'n. 
Bid death's dark threatening stream divide, 

And land us safe in heav'n* 

HYMN 188. L. M. 

ST. Peter's. — wareham. — ^webbb. 
Spirit of light and truth, from thee 

Help for our pastors we implore ; 
May they, with open heart and free. 

Teach all thy word in all its pow'r. 

When foe-men watch their tents by m'ght. 
And gathering mists hang thick and wide. 

Spirit of counsel and of might. 

Their past'ral warfare safely guide. 

And oh ! when worn and tir'd they sigh. 
With that more fearful war within ; 

When passion's storms are loud and high, 
When brooding o'er remember'd sin. 

Cheer thou their hearts O mightiest, then 
Come ever true, come ever near, 

And wake their slumb'ring souls again, 
Spirit of God's most holy fear. 

HYMN 189. 0. u. 

On the death qfa mmiiter, 

DBYIZB8. 

Now let our mourning hearts revive. 

And all our tears be dry. 
Why should those eyes be drown'd in grief^ i 

Which view the Savioux lA^I 
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What though the arm of conqu'ring death, 
Does God's own house invade ? 

What though the prophet and the priest, 
Be numbered with the dead ? 

Though earthly shepherds dwell in dust, 

The aged and the young ; 
The watchful eye in darkness clos'd, 

And mute the instructive tongue. 

The eternal shepherd still survives, 

New comfort to impart ; 
His eye still guides us, and his voice 

StiU animates our heart. 

" Lo, I am with you," saith the Lord, 
" My church shall safe abide ; 

" For I will ne*er forsake my own, 
" Who in my strength confide." 

Through every scene of life and death, 

This promise is our trust ; 
And this shall be our children's song, 

When we are cold in dust. 

HYMN 190. c. M. 

UNIVERSITY. — ABRIDGE. — IRISH. 

His master taken from his head, 

Elisha saw him go, 
And in desponding accents said — 

" Ah ! what must Israel do ?" 

But he forgot the Lord, who lifts 

The beggar to the throne. 

Nor knew that a\\ Elijah's gifls, 

^^Would soon be maOie Vvv» o>ww. 



What, when a Paul has run his course, 

Or when ApoUos dies, 
Is Israel left without resource, 

And has she no supplies. 

Yes : while the great Redeemer lives, 

We have a boundless store, 
And shall be fed by what he gives. 

Who reigns for evermore. 

HYMN 191. p. M. [6's & 8's.] 

For Sunday and Charity sehooU, 

PROPER. GROVE . 

Come let our voices join. 

In a glad song of praise : 
To God, the God of love, 
Our grateftQ hearts we raise. 
To God alone our praise belongs ; 
His love demands our earliest songs. 

Now are we taught to read, 
The book of life divine ; 
Where our Redeemer's love. 
And brightest glories shine. 
To God alone the praise be given. 
Whose word reveals the way to heaven. 

Within these hallowed walls. 

Our wandering feet are brought ; 
Where prayer and praise ascend. 
And heavenly truths are taught : 
To God our offerings we bring ; 
Here in his church his praise 'we i\Tv%« 
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For blessings such as these, 

Our gratitude receive ; 

O Lord, accept our hearti, 

Nought else have we to give 

Great God accept our joyful sonj 

To thee alone oui praise belongs. 

Lord bid this work of love, 

Be crown'd with sweet succ 

May thousands yet unborn. 

This Institution bless. 

Thus shall the praise resound to 

Now, and through all eternity. 

HYMN 192. c. M. 



Bldst work, the youdifiil mind i 

And turn the rising race. 
From the deceitful paths of sin, 

To seek redeeming grace. 
Children our kind protection da 

And God will well approve, 
When infants learn to lisp his na 

And their Redeemer love. 
Be ours the bliss, in wisdom's w. 

To guide their tender youth ; 
And lead them when they go ast 

Back to the paths of truth I 
Thy Spirit, Father, on us shed, 

And bless this good design : 
The honours of thy name be apri 

And all tlic gVors ft\me. 
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HYMN 193. c. M. 

UNIVERSITY. HOWARD. ST. DAVID's. 

ROM the first dawn of infant life, 
Thy goodness we have shar'd ; 
nd still we live to sing thj praise, 
By sovereign mercy spared. 

5 seek thy grace, to do thy will, 
O Lord, our hearts incline ; 
nd o*er the paths of future life, 
Command tiiy light to shine. 

hile taught to read the word of truth, 
May we that word receive : 
nd when we hear of Jesu's name. 
In that blest name believe ! 

et not our feet incline to tread 

Sin's broad destructive road ; 

ut trace those holy paths which lead 

To glory and to God. 

HYMN 194. c. M. 

;AM BRIDGE. NEEDWOOD FOREST. SHEFFIBLD. 

ZITHER of mercies ! God of grace ! 

Each perfect gift is thine ; 
firough various channels flow the streams. 

The source is still divine. 

by kindness calFd us into life ; 

And all the good we know, 
ach present joy, each future hope. 

Thy liberal hands bestow. 

he friends whose charity provides, 

This refuge, where to flee, 
-om want, from ignorance, e^Yv^ \\<Le> 

Were raised up by l\\ee. 
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To thee we owe the full supply. 
Which by their hands is given. 

To make us useful here below, 
And train our souls for heaven. 

Bestow thy peace upon them here, 

And heavenly joy above ; 
While we improve with grateful hearts 

The labour of their love. 

HYMN 195. c. M. 

Charitable occasions, 

ABRIDGE. — RICHMOND. — HOWARD. 

Blest is the man, whose soft'ning heart. 

Feels all another's pain ; 
To whom the supplicating eye, 

Is never raised in vain. 

Whose breast responds with generoui 
warmth, 

A stranger's woe to feel ; 
Who weeps in pity o'er the wound 

He wants the power to heal. 

To gentle offices of love, 

His feet are never slow ; 
He views, through mercy's melting eye, 

A brother in a foe. 

To him protection shall be shewn ; 

And mercy from above, 
Descend on those who thus fulfil 

The christian law of love. 

HYMN 196. c. M. 

ST. DAVID*8. UNIVERSITY. HOWARD. 

High on a throne of light, O Lord ! 

Dost thou exalted shine ; 
l^hat can our povetl^ \>e«.\ovi. 
Since the whole yjox\^*\^X)kwv^'^. 
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But thou hast brethren here below, 

Partakers of thy grace, 
Whose humble names thou wilt confess 

Before thy father's &ce. 

In them, thou may*st be cloth*d, and fed, 

And visited, and cheer'd ; 
And in their accents of distress 

Our Saviour's voice be heard. 

Whatever, Lord, our hands can give. 

We at thy feet would lay ; 
Grace will the humble gift receive. 

And grace at length repay. 

HYMN 197. c. M. 

For young People. 

OXFORD. — ST. jambs'. — UNIVERSITY. 

O, in the mom of life, when youth 

With vital ardour glows, 
And shines in all the fairest charms 

That beauty can disclose : 

Deep in thy soul, before its pow'rs 

Are yet by vice enslav'd. 
Be thy Creator's glorious name 

And character engrav'd : 

Ere yet the shades of sorrow cloud 

The sunshine of thy days ; 
And cares and toils, in endless round. 

Encompass all thy ways. 

Ere yet thy heart the woes of age. 

With vain regret deplore. 
And sadly muse on former joys 

That now return no moTe. 
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Trin.' wisdom, early sought and g; 

In a|;e will give thee rest; 
Oh, then, improve the mom of lil 

To make its ev'ning blest. 

HTMN 198. c. M. 

Ye hearts, vfith youthful vigour i 

In smiling crowds draw near. 
And turn from every mortal char 

A Saviour's voice to hear. 
He, Lord, of all the worlds on bi 

Stoops to converse with you ; 
And lays his radiant glories by. 

Your friendship to pursue. 
" The soul that longs to see my f 

la sine my love to gain ; 
And those that early seek my gra 

Shall never seek in vain." 
What object. Lord, my soul ^ou 

If once compared with thee ? 
What beauty ^ould command m' 

Like what in Christ I see ? 
Away ye false delusive toys. 

Vain tempters of the mind ! 
On him I fix my lasting choice. 

And here true bliss I find. 

HTMN 199. c. M. 

Bestow, O Lord, upon our youtl 
The gitl of saving grace ; 

And Jet the seed of sacred truth. 
Fall in a fruitfu\ ^^ace. 
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Grace is a plant, where'er it grows, 

Of pure and heavenly root ; 
But fairest in the youngest shows. 

And yields the sweetest fruit. 

Ye careless ones, O hear betimes 

The voice of sovereign love ! 
Your youth is stain' d with many crimes, 

But mercy reigns above. 

For you the public prayer is made, 

Oh, join the public prayer ; 
For you the secret tear is shed, 

O shed yourselves a tear. 

We pray that you may early prove 

The spirit's power to teach ; 
You cannot be too young to love 

That Jesus whom we preach. 

HYMN 200. c. M. 

LONDON. — BEDFORD. — ST. DAVID's. 

Now let a true ambition rise. 
And ardour fire our breast. 

To reign in worlds above the skies, 
WiA heavenly glory blest. 

Behold our Father's gracious hand. 

The crown of life display. 
Whose lustre shall unsullied shine, 

While stars and suns decay. 

Away with every earthborn care 
Beneath a christian's thought ; 

Our souls shall seek immortal joys, 
Which our Redeemex \io\x^\.* 



May we, O Lord, in youth's br 
The glorious prize pursue ; 

Assured of every earthly good 

While heaven is kept in vie' 

HYMN 201. 0. M. 

Rblioion is the chief concern, 

Of mortals here below ; 
May I its great importance Ice 

Its sovereign virtue know. 
Religion should our thoughts e 

Now, in our youthful bloom 
Its precepts will support our a 

Or fit us for the tomb. 
Oh may my heart, by grace n 

Be my Redeemer's throne ; 
And be my stubborn will subd 

His government to own. 
Let deep repentance, faith, one 

Be found with godly fear ; 
And all my conversation prov< 

My heart to be sincere. 
Let lively hope my soul inspir 

Let warm affections rise ; 
And may I still with strong de 

Press onward for the prize. 
HYMN 202. c. k. 

F«- af«l flay. 



Lord, look on all assembled h< 
Who in thy presence stand ; 
To cry to thee, with (^ef, and 
For this our smSvAiani, 
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Oh may we oft, with one consent, 
Fall low before thy throne ; 

With tears the nation*s sins lament, 
The church's and our own. 

Great God upon thine arm we lean ; 

Guide thou the nation's helm ; 
Succour the state, preserve our queen. 

And spare the guilty realm. 

Or, should thy dread decree be past. 
Which dooms us to the rod, 

Let faith and patience hold us fast 
To our correcting God. 

HTMlSr 203. L. M. 

CHELMSFORD.-— OLD 100. 

O righteous God, thou judge supreme. 
We tremble at thy glorious name ; 
Our nation's crying guilt we own, 
With shame before thine awful throne. 

Our land, which oft thine arm hath sav'd, 
That arm with stubbornness hath brav'd ; 
Our land, so long of God beloved, 
A rebel to that God hath prov'd. 

But hast thou not a remnant here. 
Whose souls are filled with holy fear ? 
Oh bring thy wonted mercy nigh. 
While prostrate at thy feet they lie. 

Behold their tears, accept their cry ; 
Nor turn thee from their secret sigh ; 
Answer, O Lord, our humble prayer> 
Our country shield, out naXioxv «^«t^% 
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HYMN 204. c. m. 

BEDFORD. — IRTSH. — UNIVERSITY. 

Almighty Father ; God of grace ; 

We ally like sheep astray, 
In folly from thy paths have tum'dy 

Each to his sinful way. 

Sins of omission and of act, 
Through all our lives abound ; 

Alas ; in thought, in word, and deed,. 
No health in us is found. 

Oh spare us, Lord, in mercy spare,. 

Our contrite souls restore. 
Through him who suffered on the cross,. 

And man's transgressions bore. 

And grant, O Father, for his sake,. 

That we, through all our days,. 
A just and godly life may lead 

To thine eternal praise. 

HYMN 205. c. m. 

HOWARD. — ST. JAMES*. — ST. ANN*S. 

When Abraham, full of holy fear. 

Before Jehovah stood, 
And, with an humble, fervent prayer. 

For guilty Sodom sued. 

With what success, what wond'rous graccj 

Was his petition crowned ; 
The Lord, would spare, if in the place 

Ten righteous men were found. 

And could a man have power on high, 

A boon so vast to gain ; 
Great God ; and s\va\\. a nation cry. 
And plead wVth t\vee \tv n^ivI 
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Are not the righteous thine indeed, 

Now as in ancient times ? 
Or does this sinful land exceed 

Gomorrah in its crimes ? 

Still are we thine, thy name we bear, 

Here yet is thine abode ; 
Long hast thou made our land thy care. 

Forsake us not, O God ! 

HYMN 206. K M. 

In time qf War, 

OLD 100. — ^WAREHAM.-^CHELMSFORD. 

While sounds of war are heard around. 
And death and ruin strew the ground, 
To thee we look, on thee we call. 
The parent and the Lord of all ! 

Thoti, who hast stamped on human kind 
The image of a heaven-bom mind, 
And in a Father's wide embrace 
Hast cherished all the kindred race ; 

O see with what insatiate rage 
Thy sons their impious battles wage ; 
How spreads destruction like a flood. 
And nations shed each other's blood ! 

See guilty passions spring to birth, 
And deeds of hell deform the earth : 
While righteousness and justice mourn ; 
And love and pity droop forlorn. 

Great God, whose powerful hand can bind 
The raging waves, the furious wind, 
O bid the human tempest cease. 
And hush the madd'ning v?ot\^ \.o ^^^^^% 
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With reverence may each hostile land. 
Hear and obey the high command. 
Which Jesus taught us from above ; 
And dwell in peace, and mutual love ! 

HYMN 207. c. m. 

IRISH. — RICHMOND. — ^WINDSOR. 

Almighty Lord, before thy throne 
Thy mourning people bend ! 

Upon thy pardoning grace alone, 
Our fainting hopes depend. 

Dark judgments from thy heavy hand 
Thy dreadful power display ; 

Yet mercy spares our guilty land. 
And still we live to pray. 

How chang'd, alas ! are truths divine, 
For error, guilt, and shame ! 

What impious numbers, bold in sin, 
Disgrace the christian name ! 

O turn us, turn us, mighty Lord, 

Convert us by thy grace ; 
Incline our hearts to love thy word. 

And walk in righteousness. 

Then, though oppressing foes invade. 

We will not sink in fear ; 
Secure of all-suf&cient aid. 

For God, our God, is near. 

HYMN 208. L. M. 

For public mercies and deliverances. 

NEW SABBATH. — JOB. — ST. GEORGB'S. 

Salvation doth to God belong, 
His power and grace shall be our song ; 
From him alone a\\ mexd^^ ftow^ 
His arm alone subdues \\ve fe^ \ 
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Then praise our God, who bows his ear, 
To listen to his people's prayer ; 
Who, though his mercy may delay, 
Yet proves at length our help and stay. 

O may this goodness lead our land, 
Rescued by thine Almighty hand, 
The tribute of its love to bring 
To thee, our Saviour, and our king. 

May every public temple raise 
A song of triumph to thy praise ; 
And every peaceful, private home, 
To thee a temple. Lord, become. 

Still be it our supreme delight, 
To walk as in thy glorious sight ; 
Still in thy precepts and thy fear, 
Till life's last hour, to persever.e. 

HYMN" 209. c. M. 

THE SEASONS. 
Spring, 

DEVIZB8. — ^UNIVBESITY. ST. JAMES*. 

While beauty clothes the fertile vale, 

And blossoms on the spray. 
And fragrance breathes in every gale, 

How sweet the vernal day. 

How kind the influence of the skies ; 

Soft showers with blessing fraught, 
Bid verdure, beauty, fragrance rise. 

And fix the roving thought. 

O let my wondering heart confess, 

With gratitude and love, 
The bounteous hand that de\^% V^ W^^e^^ 

The garden, field, and ^oNt. 



254 HYHKS. 

The hand my grateful thoughts adore, 

So infinitely kind, 
Hath sweeter, nobler gifts in store, 

To bless the craving mind. 

O God of nature, God of grace. 

Thy heavenly gifts impart ! 
And may the shining of thy face, 

Cause springtide in my heart. 

Inspired to praise, I then shall join. 

Glad nature's cheerful song, 
And love and gratitude divine 

Attune my joyful tongue. 

HYMN 210. c. M. 

Harvest, 

DEVIZES. CAMBRIDGE. GOPSAL. 

Fountain of mercy, God of love. 

How rich thy bounties are. 
The rolling seasons, as they move. 

Proclaim thy constant care. 

When in the bosom of the earth, 

The sower hid the grain, 
Thy goodness mark*d its secret birth, 

And sent the early rain. 

The spring's sweet influence, Lord, was thine, 

The plants in beauty grew ; 
Thou gav'st the summer suns to shine, 

The mild refreshing dew. 

These various mercies from above 

Matur'd the swelling grain ; 
A kindly harvest crowns thy love, 

And plenty ftWs l\\e \A«vw, 
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We own and bless thy gracious sway, 

Thy hand all nature hails ; 
Seed-time nor harvest, night nor day. 

Summer nor winter fails. 

HYMN 211. c. M. 

Winter. 
ST. Ann's. — Bedford. — abridge. 

Stern winter throws his icy chains 

Encircling nature round ; 
How bleak, how comfortless the plains^ 

With verdure lately crown*d. 

The sun withdraws his vital beams,^ 
And light and warmth depart. 

And drooping, lifeless, nature seems 
An emblem of my heart. 

Return, O blissful sun, and bring 

Thy soul-reviving ray ; 
Then shall my winter turn to spring. 

My night to cheerfiil day. 

Then faith and hope, and love shall rise 

Renewed to lively bloom; 
And breathe, accepted to the skies. 

Their humble sweet perfume. 

But while in this poor world I stay,. 

Where changeful seasons roll. 
My sweetest pleasures will decay,. 

And winter chill my soul. 

O happy state, divine abode, 

Where spring eternal reigns ; 
And perfect day, the smile of Gody 

Fills all the heav'iily pVa\xv&. 
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HYMN 212. c. M. 

In affliction, 

UNIVERSITY.— RICHMOND. MARTYRDOM. 

The souls who Christ their refuge make, 

Of this must rest assured, 
That tribulation, for his sake, 

Must ever be endured. 

No true disciple is exempt, 

Or from the cross may flee ; 
Satan the weakest saint will tempt. 

Nor is the strongest free. 

The world opposes from without, 

And unbelief within ; 
We fear, we faint, we grieve, we doubt, 

Pressed with the load of sin. 

Yet trouble should not terrify 

The christian in his path ; 
While to the Lord with stedfast eye. 

He looks, and cleaves by faith. 

Though we are feeble, Christ is strong. 

And faithful is his word ; 
We shall be conquerors ere long. 

Through our victorious Lord. 

HYMN 213. c. M. 

ST. JAMES*. — MARTYRDOM. — HOWARD. 

Affliction is a stormy deep, 
Where wave resounds to wave ; 

Though o'er my head the billows roll, 
I know the Lord can save. 

^ he hand which now witholds my joys, 

Can yet restore my peace ; 
And he who bade the tjero^est roar, 

Can bid the temipe«X. ce^&e* 
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In the dark watches of the night 

I'll count his mercies o*er ; 
ril praise him for ten thousand past, 

And humbly sue for more. 

When darkness and when sorrows rose, 

And press'd on ev'ry side; 
The Lord did still sustain my steps. 

His mercy was my guide. 

Here will I rest and build my hope ; 

Nor murmur at his rod ; 
My life, my strength, my all, is he. 

My Father, and my God. 

HYMN 214. L. M. 

MBLCOMBB. — ROCKINGHAM. CHELMSFORD. 

The billows swell, the winds are high. 

Clouds overcast my wintry sky ; 

Out of the depths to thee I call. 

My fears are great, my strength is small. 

O Lord, the pilot's part perform, ^ 
And guide and guard me through the storm ; 
Defend me from each threat'ning ill. 
Control the waves ; say — ** Peace, be still." 

Amidst the roaring of the sea 
My soul still hangs her hope on thee ; 
Thy constant love, thy faithful care. 
Is all that saves me from despair. 

HYMN 215. p. M. 

HOTHAM. 

Jesu, lover of my soul. 
Let me to thy bosom fly. 
While the threat'ning billows rolK 
While the tempest 8t\\\ \^\i\\^\ 
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Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 
Till the storm of life is past ; 
Safe into the haven guide : 
O receive my soul at last. 

Other refuge have I none : 
Hangs my helpless soul on thee ; 
Leave, ah, leave me not alone, 
Still support and comfort me : 
All my trust on thee is stay'd, 
All my help from thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head, 
With the shadow of thy wing. 

HYMN 216. 0. M. 

BEDFORD. — LONDON.— ST. ANN'S. 

Great Ruler of all nature's frame, 

We own thy pow*r divine ; 
We hear thy breath in ev*ry storm, 

For all the winds are thine. 

Wide as they sweep their sounding way, 
They work thy sov*reign will; 

And aw*d by thy majestic voice, 
Confusion shall be still. 

Thy mercy tempers every blast. 
To them that seek thy face ; 

And mingles with the tempest's roar. 
The whispers of thy grace. 

Those gentle whispers let me hear, 

Till all the tumult cease. 
And gales of Paradise shall waft 

My weary 80u\ lo \|e;icfe. 
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HYMN 217. L. M. 

CHELMSFORD. WAREHAM. 

Thus far my God hath led me on, 
And made his truth and mercy known ; 
My hopes and fears alternate rise, 
And comforts mingle with my sighs. 

Through this wild wilderness I roam, 
Far distant from my blissful home; 
Lord, let thy presence be my stay, 
And guard me in this dangerous way. 

Temptations ev*ry where annoy. 
And doubts and fears my peace destroy ; 
My earthly joys are from me torn. 
And ofl an absent God I mourn. 

My soul with various tempests toss'd, 
Her hopes o'erturn'd, her projects crossed, 
Sees every day new straits attend, 
And wonders where the scene will end. 

Is this, O Lord, the thorny road. 
Which leads us to the mount of God ; 
Are these the toils thy people know, 
While in the wilderness below. 

Yes, thus our Father's faithful love 
Doth all his children's graces prove ; 
Thus pride beneath the cross must fall, 
That Jesus may be all in all. 

HYMN 218. c. M. 
IRISH. — ST. Ann's. — vienna. 
O Lord, my best desire fulfil, 

And help me to resign 
Life, health, and comfort to thy will. 
And make thy pleasure mvcve. 
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Why should I shrink at thy comir 

Whose love forbids my fears? 
Or tremble at the gracious hand 

That wipes away my tears ? 
No ; rather let me freely yield 

What most I prize to thee ; 
Who never haet a good withheld. 

Or wilt withhold from me> 
Thy favour all my journey throng 

Thou art engag'd to grant ; 
What else I want, or think I do, 

'Tib better still to want. 
Wisdom and mercy guide my waj 

Shall I resist them both ; 
A poor blind creature of a day. 

And cnish'd before the moth 1 
But, ah, my inward spirit cries, 

Still bind me to thy sway ; 
Else the next cloud that veils my 

Will drive these thoughts away 

HTMN 219. 8. M. 



How gracious and how wise 
Is our chastising God ; 

And O, how rich the blessings an 
Which spring beneath his rod. 
He scourges us in love, 
With pity in his heart ; 

And ev'ry stroke tiia children fee! 
Shall grace and jeace im^KtU 
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Instructed thus they bow, 
And own his sov'reign sway ; 
They turn their erring footsteps back 
To his forsaken way. 

His covenant-love they prize, 
And seek the happy bands, 
That closer still engage their hearts 
To honour his commands. 

Father, we would accept 
With joy thy discipline ; 
And bless the pain that makes our souls 
Still more completely thine. 

HYMN 220. B. M. 

SHIRI.AND. — CARLISLE. — MOUNT EPHRAIM. 

The world and Satan rage. 
But Christ their pow'r controls ; 
His wisdom, love, and truth engage 
Protection for our souls. 

Though pressed, we will not yield, 
But shall prevail at length ; 
For Jesus is our sun and shield, 
Our righteousness and strength. 

Assur'd that Christ, our King, 
Will put our foes to flight, 
Amid the conflict we may sing, 
And triumph while we flght. 

HYMN 221. s. M. 

FALCON STREET. — MOUNT EPHRAIM. — CARLISLE. 

Away, my needless fears, 
And doubts no longer mine ; 
A ray of heav'nly light appears, 
A messenger divine. 



< 
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Thrice-comfortable word, 
That calms my troubled breast ; 

My cup is mingled by the Lord, 
And what He wills is best. 
He knows my every want. 
He sees my helplessness ; 

And still more ready is to grant, 
Than I to ask his grace. 
My foes may counsel take 
To frustrate his decree ; 

They cannot keep a blessing back 
By heaven designed for me. 
He rules the earth and skies, 
And all things serve his might. 

His ev'ry act pure blessing is. 
His path unsullied light. 
Then let me doubt no more, 
But in his pleasure rest ; 

Whose wisdom, love, and truth, and 
Engage to make me blest. 

HYMN 222. l. m. 

For the Sick. 

When dangers, woes, or death are 
Past mercies teach me where to flj 
Thine arm. Almighty God, can aid 
When sickness, grief, and pain, inv 
To all the varied helps of art 
Kindly thy healing power impart ; 
£cthesda's fountain could not save, 
Until an ange\ VAeaa'iilhewa.'ie. 
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All medicines act by thy decree, 

And draw their virtue, Lord, from thee ; 

And not a plant adorns the plains. 

But teems with health, when heav'n ordains. 

Clay and Siloam's pool, we find, 
At heaven's command restored the blind ; 
And Jordan's waters thus were seen 
To wash a Syrian leper clean. 

But grant a greater boon than health, 
Than life or all the stores of wealth. 
Cleanse thou my soul from ev'ry stain, 
And save me from eternal pain. 

HYMN 223. l. m. 

OLD 100. ANGELS. — MELCOMBE. 

Can such a wretch for pardon sue ? 
My crimes, my crimes arise in view. 
Arrest my trembling tongue in prayer, 
And tempt my soul to dark despair. 

But thou regard my contrite sighs. 
My tortur'd breast, my streaming eyes ; 
To me thy boundless love extend. 
My God, my Father, and my Friend. 

These lovely names I ne'er could plead, 
Had not thy Son vouchsafed to bleed ; 
His blood procures our fallen race 
Admittance to the tlirone of grace. 

When sin has shot its poison'd dart. 
And conscious guilt corrodes the heart ; 
His blood is all-sufficient found 
To draw the shaft and V\e^\ Ocv^ v^cwxA. 
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What arrows pierce so deep as sin ? F: 

What venom gives such pain within ? 
Thou great physician of the soul, C 

Rebuke my pangs, and make me whole. 

O, if I trust thy sov'reign skill, 

And bow submissive to thy will. 

Sickness and death shall both agree 

To bring me, Lord, at last to thee. ^ 

HYMN 224. c. M. '^ 

On recovery from Sickneu, 

ST. STBPHBN's. — BEDFORD.-^MILAN. ^ 

When we are rais*d from deep distress, 

Our God deserves our song ; -^ 

Let then his truth and faithfulness 

Employ our heart and tongue. 1 

The gates of the devouring grave 

Are open*d wide in vain, ^ 

If he whose arm alone can save. 

The avenger's wrath restrain. 

If he but speak the healing word, 

None can resist his hand, 
Fever and plague obey the Lord, 

And fly at his command. 

Our God to save us is not slack, 

But ready to restore ; 
He casts our sins behind his back. 

And visits them no more. 

To him I cried — " Thy servant save, 

" O raise me from the dust ; 
" Bring to my faiivtiug soul relief, 

'* In thee is a\\ my ItusX'' 
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He heard and rescued me from death, 
And saved me from my fears ; 

O may his praise employ my breath, 
Through my remaining years. 

HYMN 225. o. m. 

Onthe/raUtyofLtfe. 

IRISH. MILAN. — YORK. 

The grass and flowers which clothe the field. 

And look so green and gay ; 
Touched by the scythe defenceless yield, 

And fall, and fade away. 

Ah ! trust not to your fleeting breath, 
Nor call your time your own ; 

Around you look — ^the scythe of death. 
Is mowing thousands down. 

The grass when dead, revives no more; 

We die, to live again ; 
But oh, if death should prove the door, 

To everlasting pain ! 

Lord help us to obey thy call. 

That from our sins set free. 
When like the grass, our bodies fall. 

Our souls may rise to thee. 

HYMN 226. c. m. 

WINDSOR. — LONDON. IRISH. 

Time's ceaseless tide is rolling on. 

And &st the moments fly. 
Our days on earth so soon are gone. 

We seem but bom to die. 
Yet is each hour with blessings stored, 

For special duty lent ; 
And God omits not to Tecotd^ 

How man each hour Viaa «^ew\.% 
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O what account must sinners g 

Before the eternal throne, 
Of all the days and years tfaey 

For vanity alone ? 
Lord, give us grace, that we m 

Wherein true wisdom lies ; 
And henceforth dedicate to thei 

Each moment as it flies. 

HYMN 227. c. » 

The days of man on earth are : 

With troubles compass'd rou 
The joys he vainly would puth 

Are lost as soon as found. 
Man like a fading flow'r appea: 

Soon stripp'd of all its bloon 
Swift as a shadow fly the years 

That bear him to the tomb. 
Lord, from earth's debasing i 

In mercy set us free ; 
Nor let the world our hearts de 

Which should ascend to thee. 
HTMN 22S. B. M 



Leaves fall and flowers deca 
At Autumn's chilling breath ; 

So man's ftail being hastes awa; 
At the cold touch of death. 
Youth flourishes awhile, 
Upheld by mercy's hand ; 

And ita fair flow'ts, beneath the 
Of providence, ex'pani. 



HYMNS. 267 

Then comes a withering blast ; 
And as time hastens on, 
Youth's brilliant sky is overcast, 
Death strikes, and we are gone. 

O then, since life it short, 
Teach us, good Lord, to know 
Thy saving truth, lest we be brought 
To suffer endless woe. 

Lest we should mourn too late, 
O give us grace to see 
Our present need, and consecrate 
Each passing hour to thee. 

HYMN 229. c. m. 

MARTYRDOM. — ^ST. JAMKS*. — IRISH. 

Soon shall this curious house of clay, 

Our present frail abode, 
Fall to devouring worms a prey ; 

And we return to God. 

Infinite joy or endless woe, 

Attends on ev'ry breath ; 
And yet how unconcerned we go, 

Upon the brink of death. 

Our thoughts with eager fondness roam 

In quest of what they love; 
But ah, when duty calls them home, 

How heavily they move. 

Waken, O Lord, our drowsy sense, 

To walk this dangerous road ; 
And if our souls are hurried hence, 

May they be found with God.% 

n2 
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B.YMN 230. 0. m. 

BEDFORD. — ^WINDSOR.— ST. ANN's. 

Soon, with resistless arm, shall death 

Assert its sov' reign claim. 
And summon man to yield his breath 

To him from whom it came. 

Like crowded forest-trees we stand. 
And some are mark'd to fall ; 

The axe will smite at God's command^ 
And soon shall smite us all. 

No present health can health ensure. 

For yet an hour to come ; 
No human pow'r at length secure, 

And save us firom the tomb. 

Lord, teach us to compute our days, 

And so our hearts apply. 
That safely we, through wisdom's ways. 

May reach eternity. 

HYMN 231. s. M. 

UADLEIGH. — MOUNT EPHRAIM. — ^WIGTON. 

To morrow. Lord, is thine ; 
Lodg'd in thy sovereign hand; 
And if its sun arise and shine, 
It shines at thy command. 

The present moment flies. 
And bears our life away ; 
Oh, may thy servants truly wise. 
Improve each passing day. 

Since on each winged hour, 
Eternity is himg ; 
Awaken, by thy mighty power. 
The aged and tVie >jo\xb^. 



HYMNS. 209 

One thing demands our care ; 
Be that one thing pursued ; 
Lest, slighted once, die season fair 
Should never be renewed. 

Teach us thy name to fear ; 
Spread an alarm abroad, 
And cry. in ev'ry careless ear, 
Prepare to meet thy God. 

HYMN 232. c. m. 

On Death, 

WINDSOR. — ^IRISH. ST. DAVID'S. 

Heav'n has confirm*d the great decree, 

That Adam's race must die ; 
The general ruin sweeps them down. 

And low in dust they lie. 

Ye living men, the tomb survey. 
Where you must quickly dwell ; 

Hark how the aw^l summon soimds. 
In ev'ry funeral knell. 

Once you must die, and once for all ; 

The solemn message weigh. 
For know that heav'n and hell are hung 

On that important day. 

Those eyes, so long in darkness veil'd. 

Must wake, the Judge to see ; 
And ev'ry word, and deed, and thought. 

Must meet his scrutiny. 

O may I in the Judge behold. 

My Saviour and my friend ; 
And far beyond the reach of death. 

With all his saints ascend. 



o 
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HYMN 233. c. m. 

WINDSOR. — ST. mart's.— ST. ANM'S. 

Few are thy days, and full of woe, 

O man of woman bom ! 
Thy doom is written — " Dust thou art, 

** To dust thou shalt return! " 

Behold the emblem of thy state. 
In flow'rs that bloom and die ; 

Or in the shadow's fleeting form. 
That mocks the gazer's eye. 

Determined are the days that fly. 

Successive o'er thy head; 
The number'd hour is on the wing. 

That lays thee with the dead. 

Great God, afflict us not in wrath. 

Thy feeble servants spare ; 
Renew our strength, and help us still 

Thy praises to declare. 

HYMN 234. c. m. 

IRISH. — WINDSOR. — ST. ANN'S. 

Hark ! from the tombs a moumAil sound ; 

Mine ears attend the cry ; 
" Ye living men come view the ground 

** Where you must shortly lie." 

Behold the mightiest sons of earth. 

Each in his lowly bed; 
See wisdom, riches, power and worth. 

Laid with the silent dead ! 

Great God ! how shall we meet our doom ? 

Or how thy wrath endure ? 
Still hastening onwards to the tomb, 

Shall sinners be aecuiel 
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Grant us the power of quickening grace, 

To raise our souls to thee, 
That we may view thy glorious face 

To all eternity. 

HYMN 235. o. m. 

PunereUs, 

DEVIZBS. UNIVERSITY. HOWARD. 

When those we love are snatch'd away, 

By death's resistless hand ; 
Our hearts the mournful tribute pay, 

Which friendship must demand. 

While pity prompts the rising sigh. 

With awful power imprest. 
May this dread truth, ** I too must die," 

Sink deep in every breast. 

Let this vain world allure no more ; 

Behold the opening tomb ; 
It bids us seize the present hour, 

To-morrow death may come. 

The voice of this instructive scene. 

May every heart obey ; 
Nor be the heavenly warning vain, 

Which calls to watch and pray. 
O let us to that Saviour fly, 

Whose arm alone can save. 
Then shall our hopes ascend on high, 

And triumph o*er the grave ! 

HYMN 236. o. m. 

Death of a Young Person, 

ST. ANN'S. BEDFORD. — IRISH. 

How short the race our friend has run. 

Cut down in all his bloom ! 
The course but yesterday be^TV^ 

Now ^nished in the tOTCi\>\ 
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Let sanguine youth hence learn how soon 
Earth's joys may take their flight ; 

How, long hefore life's hrilliant noon, 
May come death's gloomy night. 

Seek God ere yet it be too late, 

To-day his voice regard ; 
To-morrow, mercy's open gate 

May be for ever barr'd. 

Hear how the Lord reveals his grace, 

Thy youthful love to gain ; 
" The soul that early seeks my face 

Shall never seek in vain." 

HYMN 237. L. M. 

Death of an Infant. 

CHELMSFORD. — ST. WILFRID. 

As the sweet flow'r that scents the mom. 
But withers in the rising day; 
Thus lovely was this infant's dawn, 
Thus swiftly fled its life away. 

Soon dead to sin, and pain and care, 
It but a moment felt the rod ; 
O mourner, hear the Lord declare, 
Such are the children of our God ! 

HYMN 238. c. m. 

Death of Friends. 

8T. 8TK PHEN'S. SOUTHWEALD. DEVIZES. 

Why do we mourn departing friends, 

Or shake at death's alarms ? 
By death, the message Jesus sends, 

That calls them to his arms. 

The Lord his people's graves has blessed, 
-And softened eVr^ bed\ 
Should not the dymg mero^iew t^%V x 

With him, theit dy'm^Yi^ti^'l \^ 
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Thence he arose and reached the skies, 

To him their spirits fly ; 
Their bodies too at last shall rise. 

And dwell with him on high. 

HTMJSr 239. L. M. 

The awful death of an unrepeniing tinner. 

WEBBS. ROCKINGHAM.— CHELMSFORD. 

What scenes of horror and of dread 
Await the sinner's dying bed! 
Death's terrors all appear in sight, 
Presages of eternal night. 

His sins in dreadful order rise, 
And fill his soul with sad surprise ; 
Mount Sinai's thunder now he hears, 
And not one ray of hope appears. 

Tormenting pangs distract his breast; 
Where'er he turns he finds no rest ; 
Death strikes the blow ; he groans and cries. 
And, in despair and horror, dies ! 

Lord, make my faith and love sincere. 
My judgment sound, my conscience clear; 
And, when the toils of life are past, 
May I be found in peace at last. 

HYMN 240. s. m. 

A happy death the portion only of the righteous, 

CARLISLE. HADLEIGH. MOUNT EPHRAIM. 

How blest the righteous are. 
When they resign their breath ! 
No wonder Balaam wished to share 
The joys of such a death. 

" O let me die," said he, 
** The death the righteous do \ 
" When life is ended, let nve >Qfe 
" Found with the feitMvA fevi ^ | 
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But, ah ! such wish was vain ; 
His heart was insincere ; 
He thirsted for unlawful gain, 
And sought his portion here. 

He seemed the Lord to know, 
And to offend him loth ; 
But mammon proved his overthrow. 
For none can serve them both. 

Eternal God, may I 
Warning from hence receive. 
If like the righteous I would die. 
Like them I now must live. 

HYMN 241. p. M. 

The dying christian to hia totU. 
popk's anthem. 

Vital spark of heavenly flame. 

Quit, O quit, this mortal frame ; 

Trembling, hoping, ling* ring, flying, 

O the pain, the bliss of dying ! 

Cease, fond nature, cease thy strife. 
And let me languish into life. 
Hark, they whisper, angels say 
" Sister spirit, come away ! '* 

What is this absorbs me quite, 

Steals my senses, shuts my sight, 

Drowns my spirit, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my soul, can this be death ? 

The world recedes, it disappears ; 
Heaven opens to my eyes, my ears 
With sounds seraphic ring. 

Lend, lend your wings, I mount, I fly, 
O grave, where \s lYv^j \\c1qty ? 
O death, where is l\iy »l\tv^'^. 
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HYMN 242. o. m. 

Blessed are the dead who die in the Lard. 

DEVIZES. — ^BEDFORD. — HOWARD. 

In vain our fancy strives to paint 

The moment after death, 
The glories that surround the saint, 

When he resigns his breath. 

One gentle sigh his fetters breaks ; 

We scarce can say, " he's gone,*' 
Before the willing spirit takes 

Its mansion near the throne. 

Faith strives, but all her efforts fail. 
To trace its heaven- ward flight ; 

No eye can pierce within the veil. 
Which hides that world of light. 

Nor eye hath seen, nor ear hath heard, 
Nor can the heart conceive. 

What joys God hath for those prepar'd 
Who in his Son believe. 

Thus much (and this is all) we know, 

They are completely blest ; 
Have done with sin, and care, and woe. 

And with their Saviour rest. 

On harps of gold, his name they praise. 

His presence always view ; 
And if we here their footsteps trace^ 

We there shall praise Yvvtcv loo. 
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HYMN 243. p. M. 

Judgment, heaven, and hell, 

HELMSLET. — TAMWORTH. 

Lo ! He comes, with clouds descending. 
Once for favoured sinners slain ; 

Thousand, thousand saints attending. 
Swell the triumph of his train : 

Hallelujah ! 
Jesus comes, and comes to reign. 

Ev'ry eye shall now behold him, 

Rob*d in dreadful majesty; 
Those who set at nought and sold him, 

Pierc'd and naiPd him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 

Shall the true Messiah see. 

Now redemption, long expected. 
See in solemn pomp appear ; 

All his saints by man rejected, 
Now shall meet him in the air ; 

Hallelujah ; 
See the day of God appear. 

Yea, Amen ; let all adore thee. 
High on thine eternal throne ; 

Saviour, take the power and glory, 
Claim the kingdom for thine own : 

O, come quickly. 
Hallelujah, come, Lord, come. 

HYMN 244. l. m. 

CHELMSFORD. ST. 0LAVE8. — ANGILS. 

My waken*d soul, extend thy wings 
Beyond the verge of mortal things ; 
See this vain vwotVd m «wvoVfe decay, 
And rocks andTivouTvV"^m^x«\^\.^m'ai«j. 
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Behold the fiery deluge roll 

Through heaven's wide arch, from pole to 

pole ; 
The sun no more his lustre boast, 
And trembling fall the starry host ! 

The wreck of nature all around, 
The angels' shout, the trumpet's sound. 
Loud the descending judge proclaim. 
And echo his tremendous name. 

Children of Adam, all appear 
With rev'rence at his awM bar ; 
For, as his lips pronounce, ye go 
To everlasting bliss or woe ! 

Lord, to mine eyes this scene display. 
Often through each revolving day ; 
And let thy grace my soul prepare, 
To meet its full redemption there. 

HYMN 245. p. m. 

LUTHER. 

Great God, what do I see and hear ! 

The end of things created ! 
The judge of mankind doth appear 
On clouds of glory seated. 
The trumpet sounds ! the graves restore 
The dead which they contained before ; 
Prepare, my soul, to meet him. 

The dead in Christ shall first arise. 

At the last trumpet's sounding, 
Causht up to meet him in the skies. 
With joy their Lord surrounding : 
No gloom^r fears their souls dismay. 
His presence sheds etextiaV ^v«3 > 

On those prepaT'Alo Tcvee\.\C\\sv* 
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But sinners, filFd with guilty fears, 

Behold his wrath prevailing ; 
For they shall rise, and find Qieir tears 
And sighs are unavailing ; 
The day of grace is past and gone ; 
Trembling they stand before the throne. 
All unprepared to meet him ! 

Great God, what do I see and hear ! 

The end of things created ! 
The judge of mankind doth appear, 
On clouds of glory seated ; 
Beneath his cross I view the day 
When heav'n and earth shall pass away, 
And thus prepare to meet him. 

HYMN 246. c. m. 

IRISH. — ^WINDSOR. LOITDON. 

When rising from the bed of death, 
0*erwhelm'd with guilt and fear, 

I see my Maker face to face, 
O, how shall I appear. 

If now, while pardon may be found. 

And mercy may be sought. 
My heart with inward horror shrinks. 

And trembles at the thought. 

When thou, O Lord, shalt stand disclosed 

In majesty severe. 
And sit in judgment on my soul, 

O, how shall I appear. 

But thou hast told the troubled soul. 

That doth her sins lament, 
Of him who suflTet'd unto death. 
Her suflfrings to pxeNeul. 
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Then never shall mj soul despair 

Her pardon to procure, 
Since Christ, the Lord of glory, died 

To make that pardon sure I 

HYMN 247. c. M. 

The final consternation and doom qfthe wicked, 

WINDSOR. ST. mart's. 

The awful day will soon arrive. 

Yea, now is close at hand. 
When all the dead, both small and great, 

Before their judge shall stand. 

How will the wicked, on that day, 

In hopeless anguish mourn ! 
Better for them, oh ! better far, 

That they had not been bom. 

'* Fall on us, rocks ; ye mountains, fall, 

** Our guilty heads to hide ; 
" For ah ! this day of fiery wrath, 

" What sinner may abide." 

The sentence issues from the throne ! 

While earth and heav'n retire ; 
" I know you not ; depart, accurs*d, 

" To everlasting fire." 

Behold, they fall beneath the curse 

Down to the abyss of hell. 
With Satan, and with Satan's hosts. 

For ever doom'd to dwell. 

Sinner, awake, and pause, and think, 
This doom how canst thou bear ? 

Flee to the cross, O flee with s^eed^ 
And seek salvation thete* 
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HYMN 248. c. m. 

The triumph qf the righteous, 
ST. Stephen's. — devizes.— oxford. 
^HEN the archangers trump shall sound. 
And earth's foundation shake, 
^hen opening graves shall yield their dead. 
And dust to life awake : 

Then with unfading glory crown'd, 
The ransomed saints shall sing, 

** O grave, where is thy victory, 
" O death, where is thy sting ? " 

The sting of death is conscious sin ; 

Sin arms the fatal dart ; 
And from the law derives its strength 

To slay the wounded heart. 

But everlasting thanks to God, 
Through Jesus Christ his Son, 

Who over sin, and death, and hell 
The victory hath won. 

Stedfast in him may we remain, 

Be ever faithful found ; 
And in the work of Christ our Lord, 

Yet more and more abound : 
Assur'd that though we labour now. 

We labour not in vain ; 
But shall, through our redeeming Lord, 

A crown of life obtain. 

HYMN 249. c. m. 

HOMERTON. — UNIVERSITY. — HOWARD. 

O world of bliss! could mortal eyes 

Thy blessedness survey ; 
How would our spitits long to rise, 
To realms of end\eaa 4a>}. 
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There sin and sorrow cannot come ; 

Nor grief, nor toil, nor pain ; 
Health triumphs in immortal bloom, 

And purest pleasures reign. 

No vexing strife, no anxious care, 

The sons of peace molest ; 
The wicked cease from troubling there. 

The weary are at rest. 

O may this heav'nly prospect fire 

Our hearts with ardent love ; 
May lively faith and strong desire, 

Bear ev*ry thought above. 

HYMN 250. c. m. 

NOTTINGHAM. — DEVIZES. — MILAN. 

Come set your faces Zion-ward, 

The sacred road enquire ; 
And let an union to the Lord, 

Be henceforth your desire. 

The gospel shines to give you light. 

No longer then delay ; 
The spirit waits to guide you right, 

And Jesus is the way. 

O Lord, regard thy people's prayer. 

Thy promise now fulfil ; 
And yoimg and old by grace prepare. 

To dwell on Zion's hill. 

HTMN 251. c. M. 

The Church of Christ. 

NOTTINGHAM — ST. DAVID's. — ABINGDON. 

The Lord in Zion placed his name. 

His ark was settled there ; 
Thither the holy nation came 

To worship thrice a yeai* 
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Thither from Canaan's utmost ends. 
The favoured tribes repair ; 

And God his sure protection lends, 
While they approach him there. 

But we no tedious journey go, 

To reach his blest abode ; 
Wherever saints assemble now. 

There is a house of God. 

Lord, shew thy gracious presence here. 
Here make thy glorious stay ; 

And with a smile of mercy cheer 
Thy pilgrims on their way. 

With the rich treasures of thy grace. 
Each hung' ring soul supply ; 

And when thy servants seek thy face, 
O, hear their earnest cry. 

Thy priests with righteousness invest, 

To suit their high employ ; 
And may thy children all be blest. 

And sing aloud for joy. 

HYMN 252. 0. M. 

ST. STEPHEN'S. — ST. JAMES'. — HOMERTON. 

Not to the terrors of the Lord, 
The tempest, fire, and smoke ; 

Not to the thunder of that word 
Which God on Sinai spoke : 

But we are come to Zion's hill. 

The city of our God ; 
Where Jesus shevjs bis Father's will, 

And spreads \i\a\oNe ^Jaxo^. 
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Behold the innumerable host, 

Of angels cloth'd in light ; 
Behold the spirits of the just, 

Whose faith is changed to sight. 

Behold the blest assembly there, 
Whose names are writ in heaven ; 

Hear God, the Judge of all declare, 
Their sins, through Christ, forgiven. 

The saints on earth, and saints above. 

But one communion make ! 
Joined to one Lord, in bonds of love. 

All of his grace partake. 

HYMN 253. c. m. 

WARWICK. — NOTTINGHAM. — ST. STEPHEN'S. 

How honourable is the place. 

Where we adoring stand ! 
Zion, the glory of the earth. 

And beauty of the land. 

Bulwarks of mighty grace defend. 

The city where we dwell ; 
The walls, of strong salvation made, 

Defy the assaults of hell. 

Lifl up the everlasting gates. 

And hallelujahs sing ; 
Enter ye nations, who obey 

The statutes of our king. 

Here the Redeemer's welcome voice. 

Sheds everlasting peace ; 
Here shall you dwell, and safely feed^ 

In pastures of his gtaee. 
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Trust in the Lord, for ever trust, 
And banish all your fears ; 

Strength in the Lord Jehovah dwell 
Through everlasting years. 

HTMN 254. l. m. 

Thy maker is thine husband; the Lord rfhM 
his name. Is. lir. 5. 

JOWETT. — ANGELS. — JUSTIFICATION. 

O happy church, celestial bride, 
Thy maJker will with thee abide ; 
With matchless glory thou shalt shine 
In robes of honour all divine. 

Silver and gold her happy dress. 
Truth, meekness, love, and righteousn< 
Holy without, and pure within, 
Free from the guilt of reigning sin. 

Her laws and doctrines just and right 
Her priests the ministers of light ; 
Her order from the courts above. 
And all her service done in love. 

Her discipline is from the word. 
Her head and ruler is the Lord ; 
Her sons and daughters all agree. 
And live in peace and charity. 

Her journey is the holy way, 
Which leads to everlasting day ; 
And her eternal sure reward, 
A crown of glory with the Lord. 

HYMN 255. l. m. 

WAREHAM. — SAXONY. — WA RRINGTON. 

Happy the church ; thou sacred place 
favoured by thy Ctealot'a ^ce ; 
Thy holy courts ate \\\a abo^e, 
Tiou temple of the livitvg GcA. 
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Thy walls are strength, and at thy gates, 
A guard of heavenly angels waits ! 
Nor shall thy deep foundations move, 
Built on the counsels of his love. 

Thy foes in vain designs engage, 
Vainly against thy walls they rage ; 
Like rising waves, with angry roar, 
That dash and die upon the shore. 

O may our souls in Zion dwell, 
Nor feel the power of earth or hell : 
Since God will guard his chosen ground, 
As hills Jerusalem surround. 

God is our sun, he makes our day, 
God is our shield, he guards our way ; 
All needful grace will God bestow. 
And crown tiiat grace with glory too. 

HYMN 256. p. m. 

BENEDICTION. — HATDN. — SIC. MARINERS. 

Glorious things of thee are spoken, 

Zion, city of our God ! 
He, whose word cannot be broken, 

Form'd thee for his own abode ; 
On the rock of ages founded, 

What can shake thy sure repose ? 
With salvation's walls surrounded, 

Thou may'st smile at all thy foes. 

Here the stream of living waters. 

Springing from eternal love. 
Flows to cheer thy sons and daughters^ 

And all dread of want temoN^x 
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None can faint where such a river, 
Freely pours, their thirst to assuage ; 

Blessings, which, like God the giver. 
Never fail from age to age. 

Saviour ! if in Zion's city, 

Thou record our worthless name, 
Let the world deride or pity. 

We may well endure die shame : 
Fading is the sinner's pleasure. 

All his boasted pomp and show ; 
Solid joy and lasting treasure. 

None but Zion's children know. 

HYMN 257. c. m. 

WILTSHIRE. — DEVIZES. — BONCHURCH. 

How rich thy favours, God of grace; 

How various and divine ; 
Full as the ocean they are pour'd. 

And bright as heaven they shine. 

Thy saints to glory thou dost call. 

And by the living way, 
Dost lead them to thine own abode. 

In realms of endless day. 

Jesus, the herald of thy love. 

Invites us to arise ; 
And claim the purchase of his blood, 

A mansion in the skies. 

The glorious work he will complete, 

And to perfection raise ; 
Till firm and fair the building rise, 
A temple to bia ptai^e. 
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Then let our never ceasing song, 

His boundless love adore ; 
Salvation to our God belongs, 

And glory evermore. 

HYMN 258. p. M. 

PROPXR.'^GROVB. 

With joy his deeds rehearse. 

And praise his glorious name. 
Who rear'd the universe. 

And raised our ruined frame ; 
He builds the church who formed the sky; 
O bless we then the Lord most high. 

A sure foundation stone, 

In Zion hath he laid ; 

Jesus, his first-bom son, 

With grace and truth arrayed ; 
Low he descends, in dust he lies. 
That from his tomb a church may rise. 

But he for ever lives. 

His saints in him are one ; 
And each new life derives. 
From Christ the comer stope ; 
His influence spreads through ev'ry soul. 
And cheers and nourishes the whole. 

Secure from all their foes, 

In him his people stand ; ^ 

The living temple grows, ifl 

And owns the founder's hand; ^^M 

Thy church, O Lord, still higher raiiet *3|| 

Ever to sound its bm\dei*^ '^x^*&^% 
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HYMN 259. p. M. 

MERCT. — KING STRBIT. 

O Zion, afflicted with wave upoi 
Whom no man can comfort, wh€ 

can save ; 
With darkness surrounded, by t 

mayed, 
In toiling and watching thy s 

decayed. 

Loud roaring the billows would 

whelm, 
But skilfiil's the pilot who sits at 
His wisdom, hispower, hisfaithftil 
Engaged to conduct thee in safet 

O fearful, O faithless, in mercy. 

My promise, my truth, are th< 

thine eyes ? 
'^Still, still lam with thee,and faith 
*' Though seeming amid the roug 

to sleep. 

" Forget thee I will not, I canno 
" What Calvary witnessed to canc< 
" On the palms of my hands whil 

I see 
"The wounds I received when 

for thee." 

" Then trust me, and fear not; 

secure, 
"My wisdom is perfect, suprc 

power : 
" In love I correct thee, thy soul 
''And make thee at letv^h in ir 
to shine. '' 
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HYMN 260. 0. M. 

HOWARD.— RICHMOND. — SOUTH WEALD. 

NCARNATE God ! the soul that knows 

Thy name's mysterious power^ 
hall dwell in undisturb'd repose, 

Nor fear the trying hour. 

ngels, unseen, around the saints 

Their guardian pinions spread, 
b cheer the spirit when it faints, 

And raise the drooping head. 

[imself, the Lord of angels, keeps 

The souls that love his name ; 
o ! Israel's shepherd never sleeps. 

He always is the same. 

Crosses and changes are their lot. 

Long as they sojourn here ; 
lut since their Saviour changes not, 

What have the saints to fear ? 

HYMN 261. c. M. 

BEDFORD. — BISHOPTHORPB. ST. STEPHEN'S. 

It God, the steps of pious men 

Are ordered by thy will ; 
i'hough they should fall, they rise again, 

Thy hand supports them still. 

['he Lord delights to see their ways, 

Their conduct he approves ; 
le will not take from them his grace. 

Nor cast off whom he loves, j 

•m 

?he heavenly heritage is theirs, il 

Their portion and their home ; J 

le feeds them now, and makes them KeittL m 
Of blessings still to con\e. 
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He will present our souls, 
Unblemished and complete, 
Before the glory of his face, 
With joys divinely great. 

Then all the chosen seed 
Shall meet around the throne ; 
Rehearse the dealings of his grace, 
And make his wonders known. 

HYMN 264. p. m. [7'b] 

GERMAN. — P0RTU6UB8B. — ^ALCBSTBR. 

Children of the heavenly king, 
As ye journey sweetly sing ; 
Sing your Saviour's worthy prsuse, 
Olorious in his works and ways. 

Ye are travelling home to God, 
In the way the Others trod ; 
They are happy now, and ye 
Soon their happiness shall see. 

Shout, ye ransomed flock, and hlest. 
Yours shall be the blissful rest ; 
There your seat is now prepared. 
There your kingdom and reward. 

Fear not, brethren, joyful stand 
On the borders of your land : 
Christ, the everlasting Son, 
Bids you undismayed go on. 

Saviour, we rejoicing go, 
Gladly leaving all below : 
Only thou our leader be, 
And we still will foUovr t\iee. 
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HYMN 265. c. m. 

DEVIZBS.-^ST. STBPUBN'S.-^ABRIDCff. 

Not unto us, but thee, O Lord, 
Be praise and glory given. 

For every gracious thought and word. 
Which brings us nearer heaven. 

Thy saints are in thy faithful band, 
Secure beneath thine eye ; 

And safe at last they all shall stand. 
Before thy throne on high. 

Redeemed from sin and saved by grai 

Thy glory they shall see ; 
Cheered with the brightness of thy fiu 

To all eternity. 

Oh, hasten, Lord, the glorious day. 
Call all thy children home ; 

Teach us with humble hope to say. 
Lord Jesus, quickly come. 

HYMN 266. s. m. 

FALCON STREET. — SHIRLAND. — CABLISL 

My soul with joy attend. 
Thy shepherd*s call of love ; 
Sweeter than music to thine ear. 
His message fVom above. 

" I know my sheep," he cries, 
" And they shall follow me ; 
" And while they know and hear my ^ 
** From strangers they will flee. 

** I feed them here below 
" With tokens of my love, 
*' But richer pastures I prepare, 
** And sweeter alt^am* «XiON^. 
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' Eteraal happiness, 

* With me they shall enjoy ; 

ind none shall pluck them from my hand, 

" And none their souls destroy." 

Lord, on thy gracious word 
Of promise I rely ; 
[enceforth to thee I fain would live, 
Nor fear, with thee, to die. 

HYMN 267. c. m. 

DEVIZES.— OXFORD. — ^VIENNA. 

Ye saints, who know and fear the Lord, 

Come join the saints above ; 
Let all unite with sweet accord, 

To sing that " God is love." 

This cheering truth his word declares, 

And all his mercies prove ; 
Jesus, the crown of ev*ry gift. 

Proclaims that " God is love." 

Behold his patience bearing long. 
With those who from him rove ; 

Till calls effectual reach their hearts. 
And teach them " God is love." 

The work begun is still maintained 

By grace and power above ; 
And ev'ry step from first to last. 

Attests that " God is love." 

Ye fearful saints, oppressed with doubts. 
Who all his ways approve ; 
C^ base your distrustful thou^Vvt^ vn^-^ ^ 
Nor doubt that " God la \oNe:' 

03 
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And ob, that ye whose hardened minds 

No fears of hell can move, 
M av hear the gospel's milder voice, 

That tells you " God is love." 

HYMN 268. c. m. 

ST. ANN'S. — BBDFORD.-— IRISH. 

God is a spirit, just and wise, 

He sees our inmost mind ; 
In vain to heaven we raise our eyes. 

And leave our hearts behind. 

Nothing but truth before his throne 

With honour can appear ; 
The painted hypocrites are known. 

Through the disguise they wear. 

Their lifted hands salute the skies. 
Their bended knees the ground ; 

But God abhors the sacrifice. 
Where not the heart is found. 

Lord search my thoughts, and try my w 
And make my soul sincere ; 

Then shall I stand before thy face, 
And find acceptance there. 

HYMN 269. c. m. 

WINDSOR. ST. DAVID'S. — ST. JAMXS' 

Too many, Lord, abuse thy grace. 

In this licentious day ; 
And while they boast tiiey see thy f 

Turn from thy truth away. 

Thy word displays a gracious light, 

That can the blind restore ; 
But pride and uiv\>e\\ei \rMte, 

To harden ttvem l\ie mot^. 
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Lulled in a soft and fiital sleep, 

They sin, and yet rejoice ; 
Were they indeed the Saviour's sheep. 

Would they not hear his voice ? 

Was it that sin in us should reign, 

The dear redeemer bled ? 
Is this the grace the saints obtain 

From Christ their living head ? 

Do we continue yet in sin. 

That grace may more abound ? 

Are we who boast of joys within, 
In Satan*s bondage found ? 

Lord grant the joy, that shall reclaim 
Our souls from Satan's power ; 

Shall make us love and fear thy name, 
And hate our sins the more. 

HYlOr 270. c. M. 

I R18H . — ^ABRIDOB.— UNIVBRSITT. 

On thee, O God of purity, 

I wait for cleansing grace ; 
None without holiness shall see 

The glories of thy face. 

In souls unholy and unclean. 

Thou never canst delight ; 
Nor shall they while enslaved to sin, 

Appear before thy sight. 

But as for me, with humble fear, 

I will approach thy gate, 
Though most unworthy to draw near^ 

Or in thy courts to n^^U 
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I trust in thine unbounded grace, 

Which is so freely given. 
And worship in thy holy place. 

And lift my soul to heaven. 

Lead me in all thy righteous ways, 

Nor suffer me to slide; 
Point out thy path before my face, 

My God, be thou my guide. 

HYMN 271. L. M. 

MELCOMBB. — ^ANGELS. — MORKINO HTMM. 

The prayer that flows from hearts sincere, 
Is pleasing to the Lord above ; 
While empty words ofiend his ear. 
And his Almighty vengeance move. 

To walk as children of the dav, 
To mark the precept's holy light ; 
To wage the warfare, watch and pray, 
Shew who are pleasing in his sight. 

Not words alone it cost the Lord, 
To purchase pardon for his own ; 
Nor will a soul by grace restored. 
Return the Saviour words alone. 

£asy indeed were it to reach 
A mansion in the realms above, 
If sounding words and fluent speech, 
Might serve instead of faith and love. 

But none shall gain that blissful place. 
And God's unclouded glory see. 
Who talk of free aivA ^o^'xeign grace. 
Unless that grace Viave tcvaAft V^^xgi l\^. 
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To us then, gracious Lord, impart, 
A living faith that works by love; 
A faith that purifies the heart, 
And makes us meet for joys above. 

HYMN 272. o. m. 

BEDFORD. — ^IRISB. ST. DAVID'S. 

Mistaken souls, that dream of heaven, 

And place their empty trust, 
In boasted joys, and sins forgiven, 

While they are slaves to lust. 

Vain are our fancies, airy flights. 

If faith be cold and dead : 
None but a living power unites. 

To Christ the living head. 

Faith must obey her father's will. 

As well as trust his grace ; 
A pardoning God is jealous still. 

For his own holiness. 

When from the curse he sets us free. 

He makes our nature clean ; 
Nor did he send his Son to be 

The minister of sin. 

Mis spirit purifies our frame, 
And seals our peace with God ; 

Jesus and his salvation came 
By water and by blood. 

HYMN 273. s. m. 

8HIRLAND. — WIGTON. — HADLBIGII. 

Faith is a precious grace, 
Where'er it is bestowed ; 
It boasts of a celestial births 
And is the gift oi OoOl. 
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Jesus it owns as king, 
And all-atoning priest; 
It claims no merit of its own. 
But looks for all in Christ. 

To him it leads the soul, 
In times of deep distress ; 
Flies to the fountain of his blood. 
And trusts his righteousness. 

All through this wilderness, 
It is our strength and stay ; 
Nor can we miss the heavenly road. 
If faith direct our way. 

It is thy work alone, 
O Lord, divinely free ; 
Send down the spirit of thy Son, 
To work this faith in me. 

HYMN 274. c. h. 

DBVIZE8. — MILAN. — RICHMOND. 

Faith adds new joy to earthly bliss, 
And saves us from its snares ; 

Fresh aid in every duty brings. 
And softens all our cares. 

Faith mortifies the love of sin; 

And lights the sacred fire 
Of love to God and heavenly things. 

And feeds the pure desire. 

The wounded conscience knows its power, 

The healing balm to give ; 
Which e'en t\ie saddest \ie«xt can cheer, 

And make t\\e d^Vng,\w^. 
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Faith draws aside the veil of heaveot 
Where unknown pleasures reign. 

And bids us seek our portion there, 
Nor bids us seek in vain. 

Faith holds to view the promise sealed, 

With the Redeemer's blood ; 
And helps our feeble hope to rest, 

Upon a faithful God. 

HYMN 276. o. m. 

ST. STBPBBM'S. — 8T. DAVID*8.-^tT. JAMBB*. 

How blest the man, whose heart is filled. 

With holy zeal and awe : 
Whose lips to God their tribute yield ; 

Whose life adorns his law. 

The Lord in mercy near him stands, 

To guard his favoured head, 
And on the labour of his hands. 

Shall ceaseless blessings shed. 

Yea, richer mercies far than these, 

On him the Lord will pour ; 
He will endue his soul with peace. 

And life for evermore. 

HYMN 276. c. m. 

WILTSHIRE. — DEVIZES. — IPSWICH. 

Happy the mind where graces reign, 

And love inspires the breast ; 
Love is the brightest of the train. 

And strengthens all the rest. 

Knowledge, alas ! is all in vain. 

And all in vain our fear ; 
Our inward foes will fight and tex^^ 

If love be absent lYvere. 
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Dispensing good where'er he came, 
The labours of his life were love ; 
Then if we bear the Saviour's name, 
May we his faithful followers prove. 

HYMN 278. l. m. 

MBLCOMBB. WEBBS. ANGELS. 

O let our lips and lives express, 
The holy gospel we profess ; 
O may our bright example shine, 
And evidence the work divine. 

Thus shall we best proclaim abroad^ 
The honours of our Saviour God, 
When his salvation reigns within. 
And grace subdues the power of sin. 

Our carnal will must be denied, 
Passion and envy, lust and pride ; 
Whilst justice, temperance, truth, and love, 
Our inward piety approve. 

HYMN 279. o. m. 

CAMBRIDGE. — ST. GEORGE. — DEVIZES. 

My soul awake, stretch every nerve, 

And press with vigour on ; 
A heavenly race demands thy zeal, 

And an immortal crown. 

A cloud of witnesses around. 
Thy heavenward path survey ; 

Forget the steps already trod. 
And onward urge thy way. 

Thy God's all animating voice. 

Invites thee from on high ; 
His hand presents the ^loTvow^^TOfe, 

To faith's adoT\t\jg e'^e. 
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Behold the crown of righteousneasy 

Reserved for the just, 
When victor's wreaths, and monarch's gems, 

Shall blend in common dust. 

My soul, with sacred ardour fired. 

Bid earthly toys adieu, 
And run with joy the christian race, 

With heaven itself in view. 

HYMN 280. 0. m. 

BEDFORD. — ABRIDGE. ST. DAVID'b. 

A soldier's course, from battles won, 

To new commencing strife ; 
A pilgrim's, restless as the sun, 

Behold the christian's life. 

The hosts of Satan pant for spoil ; 

How can our war&re close ? 
Lonely we tread a foreign soil ; 

Can we expect repose ? 

When shall our souls supremely blest. 

Attain the peaceful shore. 
Where weary pilgrims are at rest. 

And war is learnt no more ? 

There grief shall never wound, nor death, 

Beneath the Saviour's reign ; 
Nor sin with pestilential breath. 

His holy realm profane ; 

There saints who meet shall never part; 

There grace achieves its plan ; 
And God uniting evex^ Yvewl, 
Dwells face to fece ns*\1\v toacoL. 
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HYMN 281. c. M. 

Heb. xii. 1-2. 

HOMBRTON . — UNIVERSITY. — ^WILTSHIRE. 

Lo ! what a cloud of witnesses, 

Encompass us around; 
Men once like us with suffering tried, 

But now with glory crowned. 

Let us, with holy zeal inspired, 

Their blessed footsteps trace ; 
And lay aside each weight of sin, 

And run the christian race ; 

Looking to Jesus, who for us, 

Trod in affliction's path ; 
The author and the finisher, 

Of all his people's faith. 

HYMN 282. l. m. 

ANGKL9. CHELMSFORD. — LUTON. 

In vain men talk of living faith, 
When all their works exhibit death ; 
When they indulge some sinful view. 
In all they say, and all they do. 

The true believer fears the Lord, 
Obeys his precepts, keeps his word ; 
Commits his works to God alone, 
And seeks his will before his own. 

A barren tree that bears no fruit. 
Brings no great glory to its root ; 
When on the boughs rich fruit we see. 
We recognize a goodly tree. 

Never did men by faith divine. 

To selfishness or sloth incline ; 

The christian works witlv «i\Va'^^'^^^^ 

And crrieves that Yve caxi vioxV \Na xwst^' 
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HYMN 283, c. m. 

BEDFORD. LONDON. HOWARD. 

Am I an Israelite indeed. 

Without a false disguise ? 
Have I renounced my sins, and left 

My refuges of lies P 

Still does my heart unchanged remain, 

Or is it formed anew ? 
What is the rule by which I walk. 

The object I pursue ? 

Cause me, O God of truth and grace, 

My real state to know ; 
If I am wrong, O set me right. 

If right, preserve me so. 

HYMN 284. c. M. 

OXFORD. SOUTH WEA LD. LONDON. 

Now may the God of peace and love. 
Who, from the darksome grave. 

Restored the shepherd of the sheep. 
Omnipotent to save. 

Through the rich merit of that blood, 
Which he on Calvary spilt ; 

To make the eternal covenant sure, 
On which our hopes are built : 

Perfect our souls in ev'ry grace. 

And teach us all his will; 
And what is pleasm^ m his sight. 
Inspire us to £u\fiV. 



HYiors. 305 

HYMN 285. l. m 

WARRINGTON. — MELCOMBB. ISLINGTON. 

Afflicted saint, to Christ draw near, 
Thy Saviour's gracious promise hear; 
His faithful word declares to thee, 
That "as thy days, thy strength shall be." 

Let not thy heart despond and say, 

How shall I stand the trying day ? 

He has engaged, by firm decree, 

That " as thy days, thy strength shall be." 

Thy faith is weak, thy foes are strong, 
And if the conflict should be long. 
Thy Lord will make the tempter flee ; 
For "as thy days, thy strength shall be." 

Should persecution rage and flame, 

Still trust in thy Redeemer's name ; 

In flery trials thou shalt see. 

That "as thy days, thy strength shall be." 

When called to bear the weighty cross 

Of sore affliction, pain, or loss. 

Or deep distress and poverty ; 

Still " as thy days, thy strength shall be." 

When death at length appears in view, 
Christ's presence shall thy fears subdue ; 
He comes to set thy spirit free. 
And " as thy days, thy strength shall be." 

HYMN 286. c. m. 

DEVIZES. IRISH. — UNIVERSITY. 

The saints should never be dismayed. 

Nor sink in hopeless fear ; 
For when they least expect hU «Ad^ 

The Saviour will ai^i^e^x. 
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This Abraham found, he raised the 1 
God saw, and said, " Forbear ; " ' 

'*The ram shall yield his meaner life 
And Isaac I will spare.'* 

i Once David seemed Saul's certain p 

" But hark ! the foe's at hand ; 

Saul turns his arms another way^ 
To save the invaded land. 

When Jonah sank beneath the wave. 

He thought to rise no more ; 
But God prepared a fish to save, 

And bear him to the shore. 

Blest proofs of grace and power divi 
That meet me in his word ; 

May each succeeding care of mine 
Be cast upon the Lord. 

I will expect his promised aid, 
Though oft denied, will wait ; 

The promise may be long delayed, 
But cannot come too late. 

HYMN 287. c. m. 

ST. David's. — st. Stephen's.— oxfoi 
j; When Hagar found the water spent, 

; I , And wept o'er Ishmael ; 
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A message from the Lord was sent. 
To guide her to the well. 

Should not Elijah's cake and cruse 

Convince us, at this day ; 
A gracious God wiW noX. tefuse^ 
Provisions by tVie via^l 
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His saints and servants shall be fed. 

The promise is secure ; 
" He will supply their daily bread, 

" Their water shall be sure." 

Repasts far richer these shall prove, 

Than all earth's dainties are ; 
And sweetened by a Saviour's love, 

Blest ii the meanest fare. 

To Jesui then your troubles bring. 

No more your lot regret ; 
While they are poor and he is king. 

His saints he'll ne'er forget. 

HYMN 288. c. m. 

MARTYRDOM. — LONDON. — ST. ANN'S. 

Manna to Israel well supplied. 

The want of other bread ; 
While God is able to provide. 

His people shall be fed. 

Of his kind care how strong a proof! 

It suited every taste ; 
Who gathered most had none too much ; 

Enough who gathered least. 

'Tis thus our gracious Lord provides, 

Our comforts and our cares ; 
His own unerring hand divides, 

And portions out our shares. 

He knows how much the weak can bear. 

And helps them when they cry ; t 

The strongest have no 8treag|tK to %^vc^^ ^ 

Left to themselves XVve^ &^. 
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Great God! while we in prayer are found, 

Do thou the manna give ; 
Oh, let it fall on all around, 

That all may eat and live. 

HYMN 289. c. m. 

ABRIDGE. ST. JAMBS*. IRISH. 

When Israel were from Egypt brought. 

Saved by Jehovah's hand ; 
Through barren wilderness and drought. 

They passed to Canaan's land. 

They often murmured by the way. 
Because they judged by sight ; 

But were at length constrained to say 
The Lord had led them right. 

The way was right their hearts to prove, 
To make God's glories known ; 

And show his wisdom, power, and love. 
Engaged to save his own. 

So now the christian's winding path 

Through hourly danger lies ; 
Though dark to sense, 'tis right to faith, 

And leads them to the skies. 

HYMN 290. p. M. [6'8 & S's] 

PENROSE. — PROPER. GROVE. 

By whom was David taught. 

To aim the dreadful blow, 

When he Goliath fought, 

And laid the Gittite low ? 
Nor sword nor apeat l\ve «,\.n^\\\v5^ took, 
^ut chose a pebWe ftota \)^^>atwJiK.. 
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'Twas Israel's God and king, 

Who sent him to the fight ; 

Who gave him strength to sling, 

And skill to aim aright : 
Ye feeble saints, your strength endures. 
For David's God and king is yours. 

Who ordered Gideon forth. 

To storm the invader's camp ; 

With arms of little worth, 

A pitcher and a lamp ? 
The trumpets made his coming known, 
And all the host was overthrown. 

Oh I have seen the day, 

When with a single word, 

God helping me to say, 

" My trust is in the Lord ; " 
My soul has quelled a thousand foes. 
Fearless of all that could oppose. 

But, unbelief, self-will. 

Self-righteousness and pride. 

How oflen do they steal 

My weapon from my side ! 
Yet David's Lord, and Gideon's friend, 
I trust will help me to the end. 

HYMN 291. L. M. 

ANOBLS. — DUKB ST. — TRURO. 

Now let the feeble all be strong. 
And make Jehovali's might their song ; 
His shield is spread o'er every saiut^ 
And, thus supported) yvYio ^^ ^^\sX\ 

i 
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What though the hosts of hell engage 
Against our peace, with cruel rage ; 
A faithful God restrains their hands, 
And chains them down in iron bands. 

Bound by his word, he will display 
A strength proportioned to our day ; 
And when united trials meet. 
Will show a path of safe retreat. 

His church shall prove that promise good, 
Which Jesus ratified with blood ; 
Still is he gracious, wise, and just ; 
O then in him let Israel trust. 

HYMN 292. c. M. 

WILTSHIRE. ST. MATTHBW'S.—- ST. STBPHBN's. 

Behold, ye saints, the purchased gift 

Of your Redeemer's blood ; 
A crown of life reserved in heaven. 

For all the sons of God. 

A sinful world and wicked heart 
Against you join their power ; 

Satan your ever watchful foe. 
Seeks whom he may devour. 

But fear not ye, who trust in Christ 
To save your souls from death ; 

Look stedfastly to him for help, 
And cleave to him by faith. 

Clothed in the armour of your God, 

Salvation's helmet take ; 
Gird on the Bpmt'a cotic^vj^xva^ sword. 

And prayer \mce«fi.\Tv^ xosii^ft. 
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Under the banner of your king, 
Thus armed, resist your foes ; 

And you shall more than conquerors prove, 
Though death and hell oppose* 

Then courage take, ye fearful saints. 

With joy ye soon shall sing, 
" O grave, where is thy victory, 

** O death, where is thy sting." 

HYMN 203. c. M. 

ST. Stephen's.— WARWICK. — ST. george. 
O let triumphant faith dispel 
The fears of guilt and woe ; 
If God be for us, God the Lord, 
Who, who shall be our foe ? 

He spared not his only son 

From death, that we might live ; 

Shall he not all things freely grant. 
That boundless love can give ? 

Who now his people shall accuse? 

Since God hath justified; 
Who now his people shall condemn ? 

Since Christ the Lord hath died. 

He died for us, and rose again, 
Triumphant from the grave ; 

And pleads our cause at God's right hand. 
Almighty still to save. 

HYMN 294. c. M. 

UNIVERSITY. — RICHMOND. — ABRIDGE. 

When Adam sinned, through all his race 

The foul contagion spread ; 
Death came on all, and dire dis^race^ 

Through him our &\\e;Ti\ve^<^% 
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'«* Come forth ;" he says, " no more pursue, 
" The paths that lead to death ; 

** Look up, your great Redeemer view, 
" Look, and be saved through faith." 

Lord, speak these words to every heart. 
With thine all-powerful voice ; 

That we may now from sin depart, 
And make thy love our choice. 

Among the happy ransomed race, 

O may we all be found, 
The praises of redeeming grace 

For ever to resound. 



HYMN 296. c. m. 

ST. MATTHEW'S. ST. DAVID'S. — SHEFFIELD. 

Lost in the wildering maze of sin. 

And far from God astray. 
The wicked, lured by Satan's arts. 

Pursue their evil way. 

Prom day to day they sigh for rest, 

But all their search is vain ; 
They seek for life amid the dead. 

For joy where sorrows reign. 

£stranged from thee ; thou God of love, 
What peace can sinners find ? 

What, but the phantom Satan gives, 
To lure the captive mind ? 

The wicked like the troubled sea. 

In restless motion rage ; 
And with their conscience and with thee, 

Unceasing warfare wage. 
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Till thou direct our feet aright, 

And guide us by thy love ; 
From heaven and peace, and safety far, 

Our wandering footsteps rove. 

When faith uplifting meek her eye, 

Beholds thine anger cease ; 
And grace inspires the hope of heaven ; 

Then only we have peace. 

HYMN 297. s. m. 

ST. MICHAEL. — 8HIRLAND. CARLISLE. 

Wisdom with earnest cry. 
From heaven her high abode, 

To young and old, to low and high, 
Proclaims the will of God. 

In every human breast, 

With solemn voice she pleads; 

The weary she invites to rest ; 
The hungry soul she feeds. 

Her doors are opened wide, 
Her table spread within ; 

Why should the simple turn aside, 
To folly and to sin ? 

Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 
And all her paths are peace ; 

Her precepts lead to righteousness, 
And joys which never cease. 

HYMN 298. c. m. 

YORK. — ST. JAMES*. — RICHMOND. 

Jesus, the friend of sinners, calls. 

In pity from on high ; 
And bids us, from owx «w\itle foes, 
_ To him for safety ^^. 
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rhus anxiously, the parent bird, 
Summons her offspring round ; 

Vhen furious vultures beat the air, 
And slaughter stains the ground. 

?he trembling brood by nature taught. 

Fly to the known retreat ; 
(eneath her downy wings are safe, 

And find the shelter sweet. 

hall men, alas ! more thoughtless still. 
Refuse Christ*s voice to hear ? 

^'heir only refuge madly shun. 
Unmoved by love or fear ? 

Accept we then the offered grace, 

Lest we his anger move ? 
tlessed are they who put their trust, 

In his Almighty love. 

HYMN 299. s. m. 

FALCON ST. 8HIRLAND. — ST. MICHAIL. 

The spirit, in our hearts. 
Is whispering, sinner, come ; 
he bride, the church of Christ, proclaims, 
To all his children, come. 

Let him that heareth say. 
To all around him, come ! 
et him that thirsts for righteousness. 
To Christ, the fountain, come. 

Yea, whosoever will. 
With gladness let him come, 
nd freely drink the stream of life ; 
For Jesus bids him come. 

£2 
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Lo ! Jesus who invites, 
Declares, " I quickly come :" 
Lord, even so ! with joy I wait, 
Till thou, my Saviour, come. 

HYMN 300. [7's.] 

GERMAN. ALCESTER. HART'v. 

Hasten, sinner, to be wise; 

Stay not for the morrow's sud ; 
Wisdom if you still despise. 

Harder is it to be won» 

Hasten, mercy to implore ; 

Stay not for the morrow's sun ; 
Lest thy season should be o'er. 

Ere this evening's stage be run* 

Hasten, sinner, to return ; 

Stay not for the morrow's snn ;. 
Lest Uiy lamp should cease to bum. 

Ere salvation's work is done. 

Hasten, sinner, to be blest ; 

Stay not for the morning's sun ; 
Lest perdition thee arrest, 

Ere the morrow is begun. 

HYMN 301. [7'8.] 

HOTHAM. — GERMAN. — ALCB8TER.. 

Sinners, turn : why will ye die ? 
God, your Maker, asks you why ? 
God, who did your being give, 
Made you with himself to live : 
He the fatal cause demands. 
Asks the work of his own hands : 
Why, ye t\\o\i%Vvtles8 sinners, why 
Will ye 8punv\v\u\oN^«xA.^'t1: 
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Sinners, turn : why will ye die ? 
God, your Saviour, asks you why ? 
God who did your souls retrieve. 
Died himself Uiat ye might live. 
Will ye let him die in vain ? 
Crucify your Lord again ? 
Why, ye ransomed sinners, why 
Will ye slight his grace, and die ? 

Sinners, turn : why will ye die ? 
God, the Spirit, asks you why ? 
Long he hath within you striven, 
Kindly helps and warnings given ; 
Will ye not his grace receive ? 
Will ye still refuse to live ? 
Why, ye long-sought sinners, why 
Will ye grieve your God, and die ? 

Dead alas ! your souls within. 

Dead in trespasses and sin ; 

Dead to God, while here you breathe. 

Will ye seek the second death ? 

Will ye still in sin remain ? 

Fear ye not eternal pain ? 

O ye dying sinners, why. 

Why will ye for ever die ? 

HYMN 302. o. m. 

Siitners repenting, and turning to God. 
WINDSOR. — ST. Mary's. — London. 
O Lord, turn not thy face from me, 

Who lie in woeful state ; 
Lamenting all my sinful life 
Before thy mercy-gate* 
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A gate which opens wide to those 
That do lament their sin ; 

Shut not that gate against me» Lord, 
But let me enter in. 

And call me not to strict account. 
How I have sojourned here ; 

For then my guilty conscience knows 
How vile I shaU appear. 

I need not to confess my life 
To thee, who hest can tell 

What I have heen, and what I am ; 
O Lord, thou know'st it well. 

O Lord, I need not to repeat 
The comfort I would have ; 

Thou know'st, O Lord, before I ask, 
The blessings I do crave. 

Mercy, good Lord, mercy I ask, 

This is the total sum ; 
For mercy, Lord, is all my suit ; 

Lord) let thy mercy come. 

HYMN 303. c. M. 

IRISH. WINDSOR. — ST. ANN'S. 

My sins a heavy burthen are. 

Over my head are gone ; 
No strength have I the load to bear, 

No merits to atone. 

My thoughts are like a troubled se 
My heart with grief weighed do' 

And I go mounvrng all the day, 
Beneath my ¥al\veT*^ ^o^nxv. 
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All my desire to thee is known ; 

Thine eye counts ev*ry tear ; 
Each contrite sigh, each secret groan. 

Is noticed by thine ear. 

My God, forgiye my follies past, 
Answer my mournful cry ; 

Lord of my salvation, haste. 
And save me, or I die. 

HYMN 304. 0. m. 

LONDON. — ^ABRIDGE. — BEDFORD. 

1 was alive, without the law, 

In fancied peace secure ; 
I felt no fear, no danger saw. 
And thought salvation sure. 

But when to my awakened soul, 
' The law its power applied ; 
My sin revived* before mine eyes. 
And I beholding, died. 

Death my due wages I discerned-, 

The just desert of sin ; 
Evil throughout, my life appeared, 

And vile my heart within. 

Oh, who can free my troubled mind, 
From sin's oppressive load ? 

Saviour, through thee alone I find 
Acceptance with my God ? 

HYMN 305. s. m. 

ST. bride's. — CARLISLE. — MOUNT EPHRAIM. 

My former hopes are fled ; 
My terror now begins ; 
I feel, alas ! that I am dead 
In trespasses and sins. 
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Ah, whither shall I fly ? 
I hear the thunder roar ; 
The law proclaims destruction nigh ; 
And vengeance at the door. 

When I review my ways, 
I dread impending doom ; 

But hark ! a friendly whisper says, 
" Flee from the wrath to come." 

I see, or think I see, 
A glimmering from afar ; 
A beam of day, that shines for me, 
To save me from despair. 

HYMN 306. s. m. 

MOUNT EPHRAIM. — SHIRLAND. — CARLISLB 

What is it keeps me back. 
From which I cannot 4>art ! 
Which will not let the Saviour take 
Possession of my heart. 

Some cursed thing unknown. 
Must surely lurk within; 
Some idol which I fear to own, 
Some secret bosom sin. 

Jesus, the hindrance shew. 
Which I have failed to see ; 
The inmost evils make me know 
Which keep my soul from thee. 

Searcher of hearts, in mine 
Thy quickening light display ; 
Into its darkest comers shine, 
And take \ki^ Ne\\ ^w vj , 
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HYMN 307. c. m. 

ABRIDGE. — SOUTHWEALD. ST. JAMXS*. 

I want a principle within, 

Of jealous, godly fear ; 
A quick and wakeful sense of sin, 

A pain to feel it near. 

I want the first approach to feel, 

Of pride, or vain desire ; 
To catch the wanderings of ray will. 

And quench the kindling fire. 

That I from thee no more may part. 
No more thy goodness grieve ; 

The filial awe, the feeling heart, 
The tender conscience give. 

Quick as the apple of an eye, 
O God, my consci ence make ; 

Awake my soul when sin is nigh. 
And keep it still awake. 

If to the right or lefl I stray, 
That moment. Lord, reprove ? 

Yet cast me not in wrath away. 
Nor take from me thy love. 

When tempted, may thy grace restrain 

The passions of my soul ; 
And drive me to that blood again, 

Which makes the wounded whole. 

HYMN 308. s. m. 

ST. bride's. — MT. KPHRAIM. — CARLISLE. 

Astonished and distressed 
I turn mine eyes within, 
feel my heart with guilt oppressed^ 
The seat of every am. 
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What vain and evil thoughts, 
What vile affections there ! 
Distrust, presumption, artful guile, 
Pride, envy, slavish fear. 

Almighty king of saints. 
These sinful lusts subdue ; 
Dispel the darkness from my mind, 
And all my powers renew. 

That so, my cheerful voice. 
May loud Hosannahs raise ; 
My soul be filled with gratitude, 
My lips proclaim thy praise. 

HYMN 309. 0. m. 

DEVIZES. — ABINGDON.— MILAM. 

O for a heart to praise my God, 
A heart from sin set free ; 

A heart besprinkled with the blood. 
So freely shed for me ! 

A heart resigned, submissive, meek. 
My great Redeemer's throne ; 

Where only Christ is heard to speak, 
Where Jesus reigns alone. 

A humble, lowly, contrite heart. 
Believing, true, and clean ; 

Which neither life nor death can part 
From him that dwells within. 

A heart in every thought renewed. 

And filled with love divine ; 
Perfect, and rig\il, and ^ure, and goc 
A copy, Lord, ot lYvme. 
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Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart, 

Come quickly from above ; 
Write thy new name upon my heart, 

Thy new, blest name of love. 

HYMN 310. s. M. 

MOUNT KPHRAIM. — SHIRLAND. — CARLISLE. 

I would, but cannot praise, 

I would, but cannot pray ; 

For Satan meets me when I try. 

And frights my soul away. 

I would, but can't repent. 
Though I endeavour ofl ; 
This stony heart can ne*er relent 
Till Jesus make it soft. 

I would, but cannot love, 
Though woo'd by love divine ; 
No arguments have power to move, 
A soul so base as mine. 

I would, but cannot rest, 
In God's most holy will ; 
I know what he appoints is best. 
Yet murmur at it still. 

HYMN 311. s. M. 

HADLEIGH.-^WIGTON. — SYMPATHY. 

O could I but believe ! 
Then all would easy be ! 
I would but cannot ; Lord ! relieve. 
My help must come from thee. 

But if indeed I would. 
Though I can nothing do ; 
Yet the desire is sometfiing good^ 
For which my praise \s ^\x«. 
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By nature prone to ill, 
Till thine appointed hour, 
I was as destitute of will, 
As now I am of power. 

Wilt thou not crown at length 
The work thou hast begun ? 
And, with a will afford me strength, 
In all thy ways to run ? 

HYMN 312. c. M. 

DEVIZES. — IRISH. — BICHMOMD. 

The Lord will happiness divine, 
On contrite hearts bestow ; 

Then tell me, gracious God, is mine 
A contrite heart, or no ? 

I hear, but seem to hear in vain, 

Insensible as steel ; 
If aught is felt, 'tis only pain, 

To find I cannot feel. 

I sometimes think myself inclined. 
To love thee, if I could ; 

But oflen feel another mind. 
Averse to all that's good. 

My best desires are faint and few, 
I fain would strive for more ; 

But when I cry ** my strength renew. 
Seem weaker than before. 

Thy saints are comforted, I know. 
And love thy house of prayer ; 

I therefore go v}\iete otkera go. 
But find no coTcv^otX. ^et^* 
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Oh ! make this heart rejoice or ache, 

Decide this doubt for me ; 
And if it be not broken, break ; 

And heal it, if it be. 

HYMN 313. p. M. [7's] 

GCRMAN. ALMA. ALCESTER. 

Lord, do thou thj grace impart; 
Poor in spirit, meek in heart, 
Let me as my master be, 
Rooted in humility. 

From the time that thee I know, 
Nothing may I seek below. 
Aim at nothing great or high. 
Lowly both in heart and eye. 

Simple, teachable, and mild, 
Gentle as a little child. 
Pleased with all the Lord provides, 
Weaned from all the world besides. 

Father, fix my soul on thee. 
Every evil make me flee : 
Nothing seek but joys above, 
Always happy in thy love. 

HYMN 314. 0. M. 

I RISH . HOWARD. LONDON . 

O thou whose tender mercy hears, 

Contrition's humble sigh : 
Whose hand indulgent wipes the tears. 

From sorrow's weeping eye. 

See, low before thy throne of grace, 
A wretched wanderer mourn : 

Hast thou not bid me seek thy face t 
Hast thou not said, leX.wxw'l 
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And shall my guilty fears prevail, 
To drive me from thy feet ? 

O let not this dear refuge fail, 
Tliis only safe retreat. 

Absent from thee, my guide, my light, 

Without one cheering ray. 
Through dangers, fears, and gloomy nig 

How desolate the way ! 

O shine on this benighted heart. 
With beams of mercy shine ; 

Thy sweet forgiving love impart, 
And make and keep me thine. 

Thy presence only can bestow. 
Delights which never cloy ; 

Be this my comfort here below, 
And my eternal joy. 

HYMN 315. c. M. 

UNIVERSITY. — RICHMOND. — BISHOPTHORPE. 

Approach, my soul, the mercy-seat. 
Where Jesus answers prayer ; 

There humbly fall beneath his feet, 
For none can perish there. 

Thy promise is my only plea. 

With this I venture nigh : 
Thou callest burdened souls to thee. 

And such, O Lord, am I. 

Bowed down beneath a load of sin. 

By Satan sorely pressed. 
By war without, atvd feat 7«\\.Vi\w^ 
I come to t\\ee fox te^t, - 
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Be thou my shield and hiding place, 

That, sheltered near thy side, 
I may my fierce accuser face, 

And tell him ** thou hast died.'' 

O wondrous love ! to bleed and die. 

To bear the cross and shame. 
That guilty sinners such as I, 

Might plead thy gracious name. 

HYMN 316. p. M. [7'b, 6*s, 8'b] 

The penitent backiUder earnestly seeking God*s 
mercy and favour, 
Clark's. 
Jesus, let thy pitying eye. 

Call back a wandering sheep ; 
False to thee, like Peter I, 

Would fain like Peter weep : 
Let me be by grace restored, 

On me be all its freeness shewn ; 
Turn and look upon me. Lord, 

And break my heart of stone. 

Saviour, Prince, enthroned above, 

Repentance to impart, 
Give me, through thy dying love. 

The humble contrite heart ; 
Give, what I have long implored, 

A portion of thy love unknown ; 
Turn and look upon me. Lord, 

And break my heart of stone. 

Lord, behold me from above. 

Nor suffer me to die ; 
Life, and happiness, and love» 

Smile in thy g;rac\o\>!& er^^ \ 
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Speak the reconciling word, 

And let thy mercy melt me down ; 

Turn and look upon me, Lord, 
And break my heart of stone. 

HYMN 317. c. M. 

MARTYRDOM. BEDFORD. IRISH. 

How oft, alas ! this wretched heart. 
Has wandered from the Lord ; 

How oft my roving thoughts depart. 
Forgetful of his word. 

Yet sovereign mercy calls, "return ;" 

O Lord, and may I come ? 
My vile ingratitude I mourn ; 

O take the wanderer home. 

And can'st thou, wilt thou yet forgive, 

And all my guilt remove ? 
And shall a pardon'd rebel live 

To speak thy wondrous love ? 

Almighty grace, thy healing power 
How glorious, how divine ! 

That can to life and bliss restore 
So vile a heart as mine. 

Thy pard'ning love, so free, so sweet. 

My Saviour, I adore ; 
O keep me at thy sacred feet, 

And let me rove no more. 

HYMN 318. L. M. 

ROCKINGHAM. — MELCOMBE. — WKBBE. 

Stay, thou insulted spirit! stay, 
Though I have done thee such despite ; 
Not yet withdraw thy heavenly sway, 
**^ take thine eYeT\as\M\% ?iA^\.» 
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Though I have steel'd my stubborn heart, 
And still suppress* d each guilty fear, 
And Yex*d and urg'd thee to depart 
From day to day, and year to year. 

Though I have most unfaithful been, 
Of all who have thy grace received ; 
Ten thousand times thy goodness seen. 
Ten thousand times thy goodness griev'd : 

Yet oh ! the chief of sinners spare 
In honour of my great high-priest ; 
Nor in thy righteous anger swear 
To exclude me from thy heav*nly rest. 

From Satan's snares my soul release ; 
Uphold me by thy sov*reign hand ; 
Restore me to the way of peace, 
And bring me safe to Canaan's land. 



HYMN 319. L. M. 

OLD 100. CHELMSFORD. ANGELS. 

thou that hear*st when sinners cry, 
Though all my crimes before thee lie, 
Behold them not with angry look. 
But blot their memory from thy book. 

Create my nature purfe within. 
And form my soul averse to sin ; 
Let thy good spirit ne*er depart. 
Nor hido thy presence from my heart. 

1 cannot live without thy light. 

Cast out, and banished from thy sight ; 
Thy holy joys, my God, restore, 
And guard me that I faXV no xaox^v 
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Then will I teach the world thy ways. 
That they may learn thy sov'reign grace ; 
Will lead them to my Saviour's blood, 
And they shall praise a pard'ning God. 

may thy love inspire my tongue ; 
Salvation shall be all my song ; 
And all my powers unite to bless 

The Lord, my strength, and righteousnesst 

HYMN 320. D. L. M. 

8AXONT. — ^WAREHAM. ANGELS. 

Though sore beset with guilt and fear, 

1 cannot, dare not quite despair ; 
If I must perish, would the Lord 
Have taught my heart to love his word ? 
Would he have given me eyes to see, 
My danger and my remedy ; 
Revealed his name, and bid me pray, 
Had he resolved to say me nay ? 

No : though cast down I am not slain ! 
I fall, but I shall rise again ; 
The present, Satan, is thy hour. 
But Jesus shall control thy power : 
His love will plead for my relief. 
He hears my groans, he sees my grief; 
Nor will he suffer thee to boast. 
One soul, that sought his help, was los^ 

True, I have most unfaithful been. 
And grieved his spirit by my sin ; 
Yet still his love Yie yi\\1 reveal, 
-And all my wounds aTvdioW\e»\i«5jSi\ 
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Abounding sin I must confess, 
But more abounding is his grace, 
He once vouchsafed for me to bleed, 
And now he lives mj cause to plead. 

I'll cast myself before his feet, 
I see him on his mercy-seat, 
'Tis sprinkled with atoning blood. 
There sinners find access to God : 
Ye burthened souls, approach with me. 
And make the Saviour's name a plea ; 
Jesus will pardon all who come, 
And welcome every wanderer home. 

HYMN 321. L. M. 

Words. ifpttKe to the weary and heavy laden, 

MELCOMBK. — DUKB ST. — ISLINGTON. 

Come, weary souls, with sin distrest. 
Come, and accept the promised rest ; 
The Saviour's gracious call obey. 
And cast your gloomy fears away. 

Opprest with guilt, a painful load, 

Oh ! come and spread your woes abroad ; 

Divine compassion, mighty love. 

Will all the painful load remove. 

Here mercy's boundless ocean flows. 
To cleanse your guilt and heal your woes ; 
Pardon, and life, and endless peace, 
How rich the gift ! how free the grace ! 

Lord, we accept, with thankful heart. 
The hope thy gracious words impart ; 
We come with trembling, yet rejoice, 
And bless the kind it\\\1\t\^ \o\q,^% 



332 HTMKS. 

Oh Saviour, let thy powerful love, 
Confirm our faith, our fears remove ; 
And sweetly influence every breast, 
And guide us to eternal rest. 

HYMN 322. l. m. 

Matt. v. 3-12. 
job. melcombe. islington. 

Blest are the humble souls that see, 

Their emptiness and poverty ; 

Treasures of grace to them are given, 

And crowns of joy laid up in heaven. 

Blest are the men of broken heart, 
Who mourn for sin with inward smart ; 
The blood of Christ divinely flows, 
A healing balm for all their woes. 
Blest are the souls that long for grace. 
Hunger and thirst for righteousness ; 
They shall be well supplied and fed 
With living streams, with heavenly bread. 

Blest are the sufferers who partake, 
Of pain and shame for Jesu's sake ; 
Their souls shall triumph in the Lord, 
Glory and joy are their reward. 

HYMN 323. L. M. 

LUTON. — ST. WILFRID. — MBLCOMBB. 

Forgiveness ! 'tis a joyful sound. 
To malefactors doomed to die ; 
Earth with the tidings shall resound, 
And hallelujahs fill the sky. 
Our sins are countless as the sands. 
High as the mountains they arise ; 
Yet mercy ovei all expands, 
Mercy, transcendatvl a& Xlicve ^\^%« 
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O come then to the throne of grace, 
Nor doubt the mercy of the Lord ; 
Christ's blood will give the conscience ease, 
His spirit comfort will afford. 

The dreaded wrath he will restrain. 
Your aggravated sins forgive ; 
Subdue your fears, and soothe your pain. 
And bid the dying sinner live. 



HYMN 324. p. m. [6*8 & 8's] 

PROPER. GROVE. — PENROSE. 

Ye dying sons of men, 

Deep sunk in sin and woe ; 

Mercy now calls again, 

The message is to you ; 
Ye perishing and guilty, come ; 
In mercy's arms there yet is room. 

No longer now delay. 
Nor vain excuses frame, 
Christ bids you come to day, 
Though poor, and blind, and lame : 
All things are ready ; sinners, come : 
For every trembling soul there's room. 

Believe the heavenly word 

His messengers proclaim ; 

He is a gracious Lord, 

And fai^ful is his name ! 
Backsliding souls, return and come : 
Cast off despair, there yet \^ xwsvsv. 
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Attracted by his love, 

Ye wandering sheep, draw near ; 

He calls you from above, 

Your heav'nly Shepherd hear : 
Let whosoever will, now come, 
For every penitent is room. 

HYMN 325. c. m. 

DEVIZES. CAMBRIDGE. ST. DAVID*S. 

Jehovah from his mercy seat, 

Invites us to his rest ; 
He calls the sinner to his feet, 

To make him truly blest. 

Let us approach then wisdom's gates. 

While it is call'd to day ; 
No one, who watches there and waits. 

Shall e*er be tum'd away. 

No one who seeks, shall seek in vain. 
To ease his troubled mind ; 

But grace and pardon shall obtain. 
And future glory find. 

Restore, O Lord, our wandering feet. 
And guide us by thy love. 

That we at length in joy may meet 
Around thy throne above. 

HYMN 326. c. m. 

Is. Ivii. 15. 

ST. JAMES*. LONDON. WILTSHIRE. 

The Lord, the high and lofly one. 
Whose throne is fix'd on high, 

Through all eternity receives > 
The praises of lYve sky. 
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Yet, graciously he visits oft 
The christian's humblest cell ; 

And with the penitent who mourns, 
He still delights to dwell. 

His presence heals the wounded heart, 

The sad in spirit cheers ; 
Raises the contrite from the dust, 

And dries the moumer*s tears. 

On earth with all his humble saints. 

His presence shall remain ; 
And they in heaven shall dwell with him. 

In endless joy to reign. 

HYMN 327. 0. M. 

8T. STEPHEN'S. — SOUTHWEALD. — ABINGDON. 

Blessed are they who mourn for sin. 

With godly sorrow mourn ; 
Who know its guilt, and feel its weight 

Too heavy to be borne. 

So Ephraim moan'd his lost estate, 
Oppress'd with conscious fears ; 

So Mary kiss'd her Saviour's feet. 
And wash'd them with her tears. 

When sinners thus behold their guilt. 

And tremble at the sight, 
Christ sees the travail of his soul. 

And sees it with delight. 

Though red like crimson are their sins, 
He makes them white as snow ; 

Though fal* as east from west they reacK^ 
Farther his mercies &0¥7. 
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Thus all the saints, once sinners here, 

Around the throne of God, 
I lave washed their robesand made them whit< 

In his atoning blood. 

HYMN 328. p. m. 

8IC. MARINERS. 

From the cross uplifted high, 
Where the Saviour deigns to die. 
What melodious sounds we hear, 
Bursting on the ravished ear ! 
For the wanderer is room. 
Come, and welcome, sinner, come ! 

Sprinkled now with blood the throne ! 
Why beneath thy burdens groan, 
On my pierced body laid ? 
Justice owns the ransom paid ; 
Christ has borne the sinner* s doom. 
Come, and welcome, sinner, come ! 

Spread for thee, the festal board, 
See with richest dainties stored ; 
To the father's bosom prest, 
Once again, a child confest ; 
Never from his house to roam. 
Come, and welcome, sinner, come ! 

Soon the days of life shall end ; 
Lo ! I come, your Saviour, friend. 
Safe your spirits to convey. 
To the realms of endless day : 
To your eveiVaaXim^ Wkv^^ 
Come, and weVcome^ wwcvet^ ^iwwtX 
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HYMN 329. p, m. [T's] 

HOTHAH.— GERMAN. HARTS. 

t^oME ! said Jesu*s sacred voice, 
Come, and make my paths your choice ; 
I will guide you to your home ; 
Weary pilgrims ! hither come. 

Hither come, for here is found, 

Balm for every bleeding wound, 

Peace which ever shall endure. 

Rest eternal, sacred, sure. 

Ye who houseless, and forlorn. 

Long have borne the world's proud scorn, 

Long have roamed the barren waste, 

Weary pilgrims! hither haste. 

Ye, who tossed on beds of pain. 
Seek for ease, but seek in vain ; 
Ye, whose weary aching eyes, 
Watch to see the morning rise : 

Ye, by keener anguish torn, 
In remorse for guilt who mourn. 
Here repose your heavy care : 
Jesus, will your burden bear. 
Hither come, for here is found. 
Balm for every bleeding wound ; 
Peace which ever shall endure. 
Rest eternal, sacred, sure. 

HYMN 330. c. u. 

Joy in heaven over the penitent sinner, 

Luke iv. 6-7. 

wn^TSHiRE. — ST. Stephen's. — devizes. 

When his lost sheep the shepherd finds. 

He calls his friends around ; 
** Rejoice with me, my friends, he cries^ 

** My wandering sheep \a ioxxTv^,^'' 
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But far surpassing is the joy, 

When a lost sinner turns, 
And, in the anguish of his soul, 

For his trangression mourns. 
The saints on earth in joyful songs. 

Their fresh thanksgivings raise ; 
The glorious tidings reach the skies. 

And heaven is filled with praise. 
The reconciled father joys 

To see the sinner weep ; 
And Jesus with extended arms, 

Welcomes his ransomed sheep. 
Lord, we like sheep have gone astray 

Restore us to thy fold ; 
And lest our feet again should slide, 

Do thou our steps uphold. 

HYMN 331. c. M. [JoHK i. 21 

IRISH. — UNIVERSITY. ABRIDGE. 

Behold the lamb of God who bore. 

Thy burden on the tree, 
And paid in blood the dreadful score, 

O sinner, due to thee. 
Look to him, till the sight endears. 

The Saviour to thy heart ; 
His pierced feet bedew with tears, 

Nor from his cross depart. 
Look to him, till his dying love, 

Thy every thought control, 
Its vast constraining influence prove. 

O'er body, spirit, soul. 
Look to him, as the race you run. 

Your neveT-£a\\m^ ftieud ; 
He vi^ill compVete l\ve vjoxVlAq^^w^ 
And grace iu gW^ etv^- 
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PSALM 3. c. M. 

Confidence in God, 

BEDFORD. — MILAN. ST. DAVID'S. 

When hosts of enemies assail, 

I seek thy face, O Lord; 
And though they say my help must fail, 

I trust thy faithful word. 

For thou, my God, art ever nigh. 

And wilt protect me still ; 
Thy gracious ear hath heard my cry. 

From thine eternal hill. 

I laid me down and slept ; thy hand 
Preserved me through the night ; 

I woke again, when thy command 
Restored the morning light. 

I will not fear ten thousand foes ; 

They cannot injure me ; 
Salvation still shall compass those. 

Who put their trust in thee. 

PSALM 6. L. M. 

Deprecation of God^s anger. 

ANGELS. — OLD 100. — ROCKINGHAM. 

Have mercy. Lord ; thy suppliant save, 
And heal the wounds thy'justice gave ; 
Nor bid thy fearful judgments roll 
In angry billows o'er xsc^ ^o\i\» 

q2 
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My trembling heart bemoans its sin^ 
And feels the bitter pangs within ; 
O God, my help, in pity save, 
For who shall thank thee in ^e grave ? 

How long the weary night appears! 
My couch is water'd with my tears : 
Reviled by those who fear not thee. 
My strength consumes with misery. 

Yet shall my heavy heart rejoice. 
For God regards my mouml^l voice ? 
My God shall bid the wicked cease, 
Receive my prayer, and give me peace. 

PSAIiM 8, G. M. 

Condetcention cfthe Almighty, 
ST. Ann's. — st. Stephen's. — 8outhwxali>. 

O Lord, to whom all creatures bow 

Within this earthly frame ; 
Throughout the world how great art thou ! 

How glorious is thy name ! 

When heaven, thy beauteous work on high, 
Employs my wond'ring sight ; 

The moon that nightly rules the sky. 
With stars of feebler light. 

Lord, what is man, that thou should'st love 

To keep him in thy mind ? 
Or son of man, that thou should'st prove 

To him so wondrous kind ? 

O thou, to whom all creatures bow 

Within this earthly frame ; 
Through a\\ lV\e vjoild how great art tho4» 

How g\OT\0\Xa *\a \^V>3 TVWftfcV 
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PSALM 12. s. M. 

For help against the ungodly, 

CARLISLE. — MOUNT £PHBAIM. — SUIRLAND. 

Help, Lord, the godly fail; 

Help, for the feeble flee ; 
And double hearts and tongues prevail, 

Which spurn, O God, at thee. 

With vanity and lies 

They cheat the simple soul ; 
Teach men thy warnings to despise. 

And scoff at thy control. 

But, Lord, to thee we cry, 

And we have heard thy voice ; 

Thy hand the mourner's tear shall dry, 
And bid the poor rejoice. 

As silver seven times tried. 
Thy words, O Lord, are pure : 

Though ills abound on every side. 
Thy promises endure. 

PSALM 15. p. M. 

The citizen rf Zion, 

ALCESTEB. HART'S. GERMAN. 

Who, great God, with favour blest 
On thy holy hill shall rest ? 

He, who with a heart sincere 
Walks directed by thy fear : 

Rules of righteousness divine. 

Daily in his practice shine. 
Ne'er from truUi his lips depart, 

Sacred held within b\« Wax\.\ 
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He will not his neighbour wrong, 
By his actions nor his tongue ; 

He whose ways are truth and love. 
From thy favor shall not move : 

He thy grace shall largely share» 
All his wants shall be thy care ; 

He, great God, a welcome guest 
On thy holy hill shall rest. 



PSAXM 18. L. M. 

God the rock and drfenet of his tamU, 

DUKB ST. — MEW SABBATH. ETHELBBRO. 

No change of times shall ever shock 
My firm affection, Lord, to thee ; 
For thou hast always been a rock, 
A fortress, a defence to me. 

Thou art my Saviour, thou my God ; 
My trust is in thy mighty power ; 
Thou art my shield from foes abroad. 
At home my safeguard and my tower. 

Let the eternal Lord be praised, 
The mighty rock on which we rest ; 
O'er highest heaven his name be raised. 
Through earth his great salvation blest. 

O God, to celebrate thy fame, 
My grateful voice to heaven I'll raise ; 
And nations, sltatv^ex^ X.o iHy name. 
Shall learn to s\n^\Vve«^^«t'^^T»sR., 
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PSALM 45. L. M. 

Christ a victorioua king, 

TRUKO. — NEW SABBATH. — ST. GBORGS'S. 

Esus, immortal king, display 

'hine arm of strengUi, and win the day ; 

[ow let thy foes astonished flee, 

Lnd leave a conquered world to thee. 

fird on thy thigh thy conquering sword, 
Victorious king, most mighty Lord ; 
mish the work thou hast begun, 
Lnd let thy will on earth be done. 

lark how the hosts triumphant sing, 
^he Lord omnipotent is king ; 
let all his saints rejoice at this, 
'he kingdoms of the world are his. 

PSALM 46. 0. M. 

God our rrfuge, 

LONDON. — ST. DAVID'S. — ST. ANN'S. 

God is our refuge and our strength 
When trouble's hour is near : 

A very present help is he. 
Therefore we will not fear. 

There is a river which makes glad 

The city of our God : 
The tabernacle's holy place 

Of the Most High's abode. 

The Lord is in the midst of her, 

Removed she shall not be ; 
Our God, the Lord of hosts himself, 

Shall help her speedily. 
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The Lord of hosts our refuge is, 
When trouble^s hour is near ; 

The God of Jacob is with us. 
Therefore we will not fear. 

PSALM 61. s. M. 

Prayer in trouble, 

ST. bride's. — HADLEI6H. CARLISLE. 

When, overwhelm'd with grief. 
My heart within me dies ; 

Helpless, and far from all relief. 
To heaven I lift mine eyes. 

O lead me to the rock 

That*s high above my head ; 

And make the covert of thy wings 
My shelter and my shade. 

Within thy presence. Lord, 

For ever 1*11 abide ; 
Thou art the tower of my defence. 

In thee will I confide. 

Give me, O Lord, the lot 
Of those who fear thy name : 

When endless life thy saints enjoy, 
May I possess the same ! 

iPSALM 73. o. M. 

God the portion of the righteous, 

MARTYRDOM. SHEPHERD. — BEDFORD. 

Whom have we. Lord, in heaven, but thee 

And whom on earth beside P 
Where else for succout ^«\\ v?^ €Lee^ 
Or in whose stten^ eow^^^l 
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Thou art our portion here below, 

Our promised bliss above ; 
Nor can our souls an object know, 

So precious as thy love. 

When heart and flesh, O Lord, shall fail. 

Thou wilt our spirits cheer ; 
Support us through life's thorny vale. 

And calm each anxious fear. 

Yes, thou, our only guide through life, 
Shalt help and strength supply ; 

Support us in death's fearful strife. 
Then welcome us on high. 

PSALM 84. p. M. [Version 2.] 

Longing for the courts and worship of God, 

P ROPER . GROVE . — PENROSE. 

Lord of the worlds above, 
How pleasant and how fair 
The dwellings of thy love, 
Thy earthly temples are. 
My heart aspires to thine abode, 
With warm desires to meet my God. 
O happy souls that pray 
Where God appoints to hear ; 
O happy men tiiat pay 
Their constant service there. 
Thrice happy they who praise thee still, 
And love the way to Sion's hill. 
They go from strength to strength 
Through this dark vale of tears ; 
Till each arrives at length, 
Till each in heaven ^pears. 
O glorious seat, when God our king 
Our willing feet shall tVdVh^x \^Tvck%. - 
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PSALM 85. 0. M. 

The blessings of Messiah's kingdom. 

MARTYRDOM. — UNIVERSITY. HOWARIX 

In mercy, Lord, do thou our hearts 

To thine obedience turn : 
Behold our tears, receive our prayers^ 

Nor let thine anger bum. 

Thy gracious favor, Lord, display, 
Which we have long implored ; 

And, for thy wondrous mercy's sake, 
Thy promised aid afford. 

Since mercy now with truth is joined,. 

And righteousness with peace. 
Salvation shall thy saints surround. 

And cause their fears to cease. 

Great author of all righteousness. 
Who peace on earth restored ; 

Grant us thy grace, that we no more 
Transgress thy holy word. 

PSALM 86. L. M. 

Prayer for grace and guidance, 

ETHBLBERG.— ANGELS. — ISRAEL. 

Hear, hear me, Lord, for I am poor. 
And seek salvation at thy door ; 
Bow down thy gentle ear to me. 
Oppressed with guilt and misery. 

Lord, guide me in thy secret way, 
With such a guide I shall not stray ; 
Bring me into a lieaveivV^ fewov^^ 
Unite my heart to few li^x^ xi«cBft- 
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My Lord, my God, my heart shall praise 
And glorify thee all my days ; 
While thou art merciful and true, 
I am both safe and happy too. 

O king of nations, Lord of all, 
Before thee let all nations fall ; 
To thee alone all glory be, 
There is none other God but thee. 



PSALM 88. c. M. 

Light in the darkness. 

WINDSOR. — IRISH. — LONDON. 

The terrors of the living God 

Did once my soul affright ; 
Z fear'd lest I should be condemned 

To dwell in endless night. 

What, then, was all this world to me, 
To whom God's word was dark ; 

Who, in my dungeon could not see 
One beam, or glimmering spark ? 

What, then, were all the creature's smiles. 

When the Creator frowned ? 
My days were nights, my life was death. 

Nor ease, nor rest I found. 

But God is love, and bade me live ; 

His wounds intend a cure ; 
And though he should not always smile. 

Yet is his promise BWie. 



PSALM 91. p. M. [Veesiok 2.] 

Safety of the believer, 

BENEDICTION. — SICIUAN MARINERS. 

^£ whom God has saved from error. 
Ye who know the joyful sound. 

Fear ye not the mighty terror ; 
God will all your foes confound. 

Since his love and mercy found you, 
You are precious in his sight ; 

Thousands now may fall around you, 
You are safe by day and night. 

Lo ! your Saviour never slumbers. 
In his strength secure you are ; 

Though you cannot boast of numbers, 
You shall still his kindness share. 

As the bird beneath her feathers 
Guards the objects of her care; 

So the Lord his children gathers. 

Spreads his wings, and hides them there. 

PSALM 93. p. M. 

fjodf his people's Creator, Redeemer, and Sanct^ier, 

HANOYER. — REST. 

In glory he reigns, the God we adore, 
And firmly his throne is establish'd above; 
The world's great Creator, and sovereign 

in power, 
Mankind's gteaX'^e^e^meT, unchanging in 
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Jehovah on high his glory maintains, 
And rules by his power the winds and the 

sea; 
The floods and loud tempests his strong 

arm restrains, 
And the fierceness of men must bow. Lord, 

to thee. 

Great God, like thy throne, most firm is 

thy word ; 
And strong as thine arm, so powerful thy 

grace ; 
Descend while we worship, thy spirit afford, 
And us in thy temple with holiness bless. 

PSALM 98. 0. M. 

Christ reigning to the ends qf the earth, 

ST. DAVID'S. ST. MATTHEW'S.— MARTYRDOM. 

SiNO to the Lord a new-made song, 
Who wondrous things has done ; 

His own right hand and holy arm 
The victory have won. 

The Lord has through th* astonished 
world. 

Displayed his saving might ; 
And made his righteousness appear 

In all the heathen's sight. 

Of Israel's house his love and truth 

Have ever mindful been ; 
Wide earth's remotest parts the pow'r 

Of Israel's God \v^.n^ ^^«iv* 
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Let therefore earth's inhabitants 
To God their voices raise ; 

And all with universal joy, 

Resound their Saviour's praise« 

PSALM 102. 0. M. 

For God's faiwmr on the Church, 

WINDSOR. MILAN. ST. DAVID's. 

When we pour out our souls in prayer, 

Do thou, O Lord, attend ; 
To thine eternal throne of grace, 

Let our sad cries ascend. 

Hide not from us thy glorious face. 

In times of deep distress ; 
But bow thine ear, and when we call, 

Do thou our grief redress. 

Arise, O God : on Sion look. 

With an unclouded face ; 
For now th* appointed time is come. 

The promised day of grace. 

Thou to the children of thy saints, 

Shalt lasting quiet give ; 
Whose happy race, securely fix'd. 

Shall in thy presence live. 

PSALM 113. p. M. 

God^s greatness and condescension. 

OLD 113. NEWCOURT. LUTHER. 

Ye saints and servants of the Lord, 
The triumphs of his name record ; 

His sacred name for ever bless : 
Where'er the circling sun displays 
His rising beaiiv^, at ^^tting rays. 

Due pra\se tjo \\\^ ^eaX. "(xaxsN!^ ^i^^«s. 
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God through the world extends his sway; 
The regions of eternal day ; 

But shadows of his glory are : 
With him whose majesty excels, 
Who made the heaven in which he dwells 

Let no created power compare. 

Though 'tis beneath his state to view, 
In highest heaven what angels do ; 

Yet he to earth vouchsafes his care : 
He takes the needy from his cell, 
Advancing him in courts to dwell. 

Companion to the greatest there. 

PSALM 119. o. M. 

Part Seventh. 
Illumination and Sanctification. 

DEVIZES. ABRIDGE. ST. GEOROB's. 

Jesus, my Saviour and my Lord, 

To thee I lift mine eyes ; 
Teach and instruct me by thy word» 

And make me truly wise. 

Make me to know and understand 

Thy whole revealed will ; 
Fain would I learn to comprehend 

Thy love more clearly still. 

O may thy word my thoughts engage^ 

In each perplexing case; 
Help me to feed on every page, 

And grow in every grace. ♦ 

O let it purify my heart, 
And guide me all my days : 

Thy wonders. Lord, to me impart^ 
And thou shalt have t\\e ^t^v&^« 
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Part Eighth. [7*8] 
T)ie word precious and enlightening, 

hart's. — GERMAN. ALMA. 

Dearer, Lord, thy. statutes far, 
Than the world's best treasures are ; 
Gold or honey I esteem, 
Dross and dust compared with thee. 

Like a lamp whene'er I stray 
Shining bright upon my way ; 
Let thy true enliv'ning word 
Still its quick'ning light afford. 

Humble, teachable and mild, 
Meekly, like a little child, 
At my gentle Saviour's feet. 
Let me take my daily seat. 

Save me, Jesus, I am thine. 
To thy ways my heart incline ; 
Let thy true, enliv'ning word, 
Still its quick'ning light afford. 

Part Ninth, c. m. 
The lost sheep returning to the /old. 

HOMERTON. SHEPHERD. ABRIDGR. 

Lord, thou dost call thy wand'ring sheep, 

And I have gone astray ; 
Henceforth, my shepherd, safely keep, 

Ajid guide me in thy way. 

Thou, Jesus, thou alone canst give. 

The sinner sure relief; 
Thy gentle voice viVvich. bids me live. 

Shall ease me o£ m^ ^fva^. 
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Those falsely called the sweets of sin, 

Most bitter are to me ; 
I loathe the state I once was in, 

And long to live to thee. 

The world and sin will trouble me, 

And Satan will molest ; 
But I would trust my soul with thee ; 

O bring that soul to rest. 

PSALM 121. p. M. [Yeesion 2.] 

God in Christ a tower, 

PROPER.-^— GROVE. PENROSE. 

Upward, I lift mine eyes, 

From God is all mine aid ; 

The God who built the skies. 

And earth, and all things made. 
God is the tower to which I fly ; 
In every hour his grace is nigh. 

My feet shall never slide. 

Nor fall in fatal snares. 

Since God, my guard and guide, 

Defends me from my fears. 
Those watchful eyes that never sleep, 
When dangers rise, shall Israel keep. 

Hast thou not given thy word. 

To save my soul from death ? 

And I can trust my Lord 

To keep my mortal breath. 
Safe in the Lord, his watchful care ; 
Shall be my guard from e^er^ %Ti«t^« 
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Turn our captivity, O Lord, 
As southern rivers, at thy word. 
Overflow their banks, and thus restore. 
Plenty, where all was waste before. 

Who sow in tears, shall reap in joy ; 
Nought shall the precious seed destroy ; 
Nor long the weeping exiles roam, 
But bring their sheaves rejoicing home. 



PSALM 137. L. M. 

Longing for heaven. 

NEWGROVB. — OLAVE'S. — ETHBLBKRO. 

Zion, when I think on thee, 

1 wish for pinions like the dove ; 
And mourn to think that I should be, 
So distant from the place I love. 

My harp on yonder willow lies. 
Silent, neglected, and unstrung : 
My cheerful songs are tum*d to sighs ; 
Sad is my heart, and mute my tongue. 

Zion, how fair thy dwellings are. 
Beyond what man admires the most ; 
To me they seem more lovely far. 
Than all that fancy's realms can boast. 

Nor would I change the hope I have, 
That I shall reach thy blest retreats, 
For all that fame or wealth e*er ^ve<^ 
Or all the store of eaTt\A^ ^y9^^\&. 
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PSALM 148. p. M. [Veesiok 2.] 

Praise from all Creation. 

HATDN. 

Praise the Lord, ye heavens adore him, 
Praise him angels in the height ; 
Smi and moon rejoice before him. 
Praise him all ye stars and light. 

Praise the Lord in glory seated. 
Heaven, and earth, and sea, and land ! 
By his word ye were completed, 
By his powerful strength ye stand. 

Praise, O praise the Lord ye living, 
High and low, and old and yomig ; 
To your God and Saviour giving. 
Life and strength and heart and tongue. 

Praise the God of our salvation, 
Hosts on high his power proclaim ; 
Heaven, and earth, and all creation. 
Praise and magnify his name. 

PSALM 149. p. M. 

A Song of Thanksgiving, 

HANOVER. BEST. 

O praise ye the Lord, prepare your glad 

voice, 
His praise in the great assembly to sing ; 
In God the Creator let Israel rejoice, 
And children of Sion exult in their King. 

Let all who adore Jehovah, our Lord, 
With heart and with tongue his praises 

express, 
Who aVwayii \a le^^^Vx* ^-aints to reward, 
And with \\\a aa\va\AO\v \Xv^V\wx^<t\ft\J«sa» 
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With glory adorned, his people shall sing, 
To God, who their heads with safety doth 

shield ; 
Such honor and triumph his favor shall 

bring ; 
O therefore, for ever, all praise to him yield. 

PSALM 150. p. M. [Yeesiok 2.] 

T?ie creatures praising God, 

HANOVER. — REST. 

Sing praise to our God, sing praise in the 
height : 
O praise him on earth, and praise him 
above; 
Ye angels, extolling the deeds of his might; 
Ye saints, still repeating his wonders of 
love. 

Let music's glad sounds enliven your songs ; 
And praise him, O praise him, mighty to 
save ; 
O praise him, all creatures, with hearts and 
with tongues. 
Employing in praises the breath that he 
gave. 
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HYMN 332. l. m. 

DENMARK. 

Before Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye nations, bow with sacred joy ; 

Know that the Lord is God alone ; 
He can create and he destroy. 

His sov'reign pow'r, without our aid, 
Made us of clay, and form'd us men ; 

And when like wand'ring sheep we strayed, 
He brought us to his fold again. 

We'll crowd his gates with thankful songs, 
High as the heavens our voices raise ; 

And earth with her ten thousand tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise. 

Wide as the world is thy command, 

Vast as eternity thy love ; 
Firm as a rock thy truth shall stand, 

When rolling years shall cease to move 

HYMN 333. o. m. 

CAMBRIDGE. ST. STEPHEN'S. BATH CHAPEL 

Come let us join our cheerful songs, 
With angels round the throne ; 

Ten thousand t\vowsa.Tv^ ^t^ Xjcvait tonguf 
But all theit *^o^a axe ow^. 
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" Worthy the lamb that died,** they cry, 

" To be exalted thus :" 
" Worthy the lamb,** our lips reply, 

" For he was slain for us,** 

Jesus is worthy to receive. 

Honor and power divine ; 
And blessings, more than we can give, 

Be, Lord, for ever thine. 

May all that dwell above the sky. 

And air, and earth, and seas, 
Conspire to lift thy glories high. 

And speak thine endless praise. 

HYMN 334. d. l. m. 

SAXONY. — WARBHAM. — ^WARRINGTON. 

Lord, cause thy face on us to shine ; 
Give us thy peace, and seal us thine ; 
Teach us to prize the means of grace. 
And love thine earthly dwelling-place. 
One is our faith, and one our Lord ; 
One body, spirit, hope, reward : 
May we in one communion be. 
One with each other, one with thee. 

Bless all, whose voice salvation brings ; 
Who minister in holy things ; 
Our bishops, priests, and deacons, bless ; 
Clothe them with zeal and righteousness : 
Let many in the judgment day, 
Turn'd from the error of their way, 
Their hope, their joy, their crown, appear : 
Save those who preach, and lYioae nsVo V^'^x 
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HYMN 335. l. m. 

MBLCOMBB.— WEBBE. ^BTHELBBRO. 

Mt God, and is thy table spread, 
And doth thy cup with love o'erflow ? 
Thither be all thy children led, 
And let them all thy sweetness know. 

Hail sacred feast, which Jesus makes. 
Rich banquet of his flesh and blood ! 
Thrice, happy he who here partakes. 
That sacred stream, that heavenly food. 

Why are its dainties all in vain. 
Before unwilling hearts displayed ? 
Was not for you the victim slain ? 
Are you forbid the children's bread ? 

O let thy table honor'd be. 
And furnished well with joyful guests ; 
And may each soul salvation see, 
That here its sacred pledges tastes. 

HYMN 336. c. M. 

HOMERTON. — UNIVERSITY. — ^NEEDWOOD FORSff 

According to thy gracious word, 

In meek humility, 
This will I do, my gracious Lord ; 

I will remember thee. 

Thy body broken for my sake, 
My bread from heaven shall be. 

Thy testameT\la\ t\3L\>VVi.\ake^ 
And tViua Temew\>oex ^^^. 
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Can 1 Gethsemane forget, 

Or there thy conflict see, 
Thine agony and bloody sweat, 

And not remember thee ? 

When to the cross I turn mine eyes, 

And rest on Calvary ; 
O lamb of God, my sacrifice, 

I must remember thee. 

Remember thee, and all thy pains, 

And all thy love to me ; 
Yes, while a pulse or breath remains, 

Will I remember thee. 

HYMN 337. p. m. 

CALVARY. HORNSET. — HELMSLEY. 

Hark, the voice of love and mercy, 
Sounds in strength from Calvary ; 

While the rocks are rent asunder. 
While the darkness veils the sky : 
It is finished — 

Hear the loud triumphant cry. 

O what joy, what blissful tidings : 

All that ever saints implored, 
Pardon, peace, redemption, glory, 

Flow from this exulting word : 
It is finished — 
Hallelujah, praise the Lord. 

Tune your harps on earth, ye saved. 
Strike them to th' adored name ; 

And ye happy hosts of heaven. 
Join his triumph to proclaim. 
It is finish'd — 

Glory to the dying Lavnb. 
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HYMN 338. [6 7's.] 

AARON. ST. AUSTIN. SURREY. 

Rock of ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in thee ; 

Let the water and the blood, 

From thy riven side which flow'd, 

Be of sin the double cure, 

Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

Not the labours of my hands, 
Can fulfil thy law's demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears for ever flow, 
All for sin could not atone, 
Thou must save, and thou alone. 

Nothing in my hand I bring. 
Simply to thy cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to thee for dress. 
Helpless, look to thee for grace ; 
Vile, I to the fountain fly, 
Wash me. Saviour, or I die. 

While I draw this fleeting breath. 
When my eyelids close in death ; 
When I soar to worlds unknown. 
See thee on thy judgment throne. 
Rock of ages, cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in thee. 

HYMN 339. p. m. 

SIC. MARINERS. — BENEDICTION. MOSCOW. 

Sweet the moments, rich in blessing. 
Which befoie the cross I spend ; 

Life and V\ea\t\\, aivA. ^^^c^ ^Qiss.^mag, 
From the 8\T\T\ex'^ ^>j\ti^^^^^^^* 
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Jesus sought me, when a stranger, 
Wandering from the fold of God ; 

He, to rescue me from danger, 
Interpos*d his precious blood. 

I could stay, for ever viewing, 

Mercy's streams, in streams of blood : 

Precious drops, my soul bedewing , 
Pleading drops, that weigh with God. 

Love and grief my heart dividing, 

Let me live the life of faith ; 
Constant still in him abiding, 

Life deriving from his death. 

HYMN 340. p. M. 

SIC. MARINERS. — BENEDICTION. 

Stricken, smitten, and afflicted, 

See him dying on the tree ; 
*Tis the Christ by man rejected ; 

Yes, my soul, *tis he, *tis he. 

Come, my soul, look here, and wonder : 
Here's a sight to cause surprise ; 

Well the rocks may cleave asunder ; 
Well may darkness veil the skies. 

Jesus died in love to others, 

Greater love hath none than this ; 

Love of kindred, love of mothers, 
Feeble are compared with his. 

Here we have a firm foundation, 

Here, the refuge for the lost ; 
Jesus bought for us salvation, 

His own blood the pfice \\. CQi&V% 

u2 



ff 



364 HTMKS. 

HYMN 341. [7's.] 

GERMAN. hart's. AARON. 

Once to other lords we bowed, 
None were more enslaved than we ; 

Once we joined the thoughtless crowd. 
Saviour, now we come to thee. 

Lord, we now confess with shame, 
How we slighted ail thy love ; 

How we long withstood thy claim. 
And against thy mercy strove. 

Henceforth we desire to be, 
Thine alone, for ever thine ; 

Saviour, set thy people free ; 
Saviour, on thy people shine. 

HTMN 342. c. m. 

HOWARD. HOMERTON. MILAN. 

With joy we meditate the grace. 

Of our high Priest above ; 
His heart is made of tenderness. 

His bowels melt with love. 

Touched with a sympathy within, 
He knows our feeble frame ; 

He knows what sore temptations mean. 
For he has felt the same. 

He will not quench the smoking flax. 

But raise it to a flame ; 
The bruised reed he never breaks. 

Nor scorns the meanest name. 

Then let our humble faith address. 
His mercy zxA his power ; 

We shall oUairv deY\N^Tvxv%^^^^^ 
In the d\stTess«v^\vQ\«. 
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HYMN 343. p. m. 

hart's. — ALCESTER. — GERMAN. 

Hark, my soul, it is the Lord, 
'Tis thy Saviour, hear his word ; 
Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee, 
** Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me ? 

** I delivered thee, when bound ; 
** And, when bleeding, heaVd thy wound ; 
" Sought thee wandering, set thee right, 
** Tum'd thy darkness into light. 

** Thou shalt see my glory soon, 
** When the work of grace is done ; 
** Partner of my throne shalt be, 
** Say, poor sinner, lov*st thou me." 

Lord, it is my chief complaint. 
That my love is weak and faint ; 
Yet I love thee, and adore : 
O for grace to love thee more. 

HYMN e344. p. m. 

HOTHAM. Sr. AUSTIN. TREDEGAR. 

By thy birth and early years ; 
By thy griefs, and sighs, and tears ; 
By thy fasting and distress, 
In the lonely wilderness : 
By thy vict'ries in the hour. 
Of the subtle tempter's power ; 
Jesus, look with pitying eye. 
Hear and spare us when we cry. 

By thy woe intensely great. 
Agony, and bloody sweat ; 
By thy robe and crown of seo\\\^ 
Rudely offered, iiveeVX^ v?ar(x\ 
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By the scandal and the shame, 
Cast upon thy honoured name ; 
Jesus, look with pitying eye, 
Hear and spare us when we cry. 

By thy passion, cross, and cries ; 
By thy perfect sacrifice ; 
By thy power from death to save ; 
By thy triumph o*er the grave ; 
Jesus, Saviour of the lost. 
Giver of the Holy Ghost ; 
Look on us with pitying eye. 
Hear and spare us when we cry. 

HYMN 345. c. m. 

DEVIZBS. MILAN. HOWARD. 

Who, who can number all the stars, 

Or sands upon the shore P 
Thy sins, thy sins are multitudes, 

My soul, thy sins are more. 

Alas, how can I bear the sight ! 

Like gathering clouds they rise ; 
The sword of justice must awake. 

For they have reached the skies. 

How have I slighted, heavenly Lord, 

Thy message from above ! 
Despised thy blood, O Lamb of God, 

And trampled on thy love. 

How hast thou borne with me so long, 
Thou GoA. o^ ^oN^T^\^u ^ace ; 

How shaW 1 ^x«v^^ \)ckfe '^wi^wNj^Xts^^^ 
Which \eiv%VYvetv^ owX. \k^ %y^<^. 
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Oh how it cuts my heart to think, 

Upon my follies past ! 
Yet this I'll bear, and my lost soul, 

On thy sweet mercy cast. 

HYMN 346. l. m. 

O LAVES. TALLIS . — ANGELS. 

I thirst, but not as once I did. 

The vain delights of earth to share ; 

Thy wounds, Immanuel, all forbid. 

That I should seek my pleasures there.- 

I want the grace that springs from thee. 
And quickens all things where it flows ; 

That makes a wretched thorn like me. 
Bloom as the myrtle or the rose. 

Blest fountain of delight unknown. 
No longer sink beneath the brim : 

But overflow, and pour me down, 
A living, and life-giving stream. 

For sure of all the plants that share, 
The notice of thy Father's eye ; 

None proves less grateful for his care, 
Nor yields him meaner fruit than I. 

HYMN 347. o. m. 

ST. Matthew's. — Wiltshire. — martyrdom. 

Let worldly minds the world pursue. 

It has no charms for me ; 
Once I admired its trifles too^ 

But grace has set me ^xee. 
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s pleasures now no longer please, 
No more content afford ; 
'ar from my heart be joys like these, 
Now I have known the Lord. 

As by the light of opening day, 

The stars are all conceal' d, 
So earthly pleasures fade away. 

When Jesus is reveal'd. 

Creatures no more divide my choice, 

I bid them all depart ; 
His name, and love, and pardoning voic 

Have fix'd my roving heart. 

KYMN 348. c. m. 

ABRIDGE. — ST. JAMES*. — HOMSRTON. 

Oh for a closer walk with God, 
A calm and heavenly frame ; 

A light to shine upon the road, 
That leads me to the Lamb. 

Return, O holy Dove, return, 
Sweet messenger of rest i 

I hate the sins that made thee mou 
And drove thee from my breast. 

The dearest idol I have known, 

Whatever that idol be ; 
Help me to tear it from thy thror 

And worship only thee. 

So shall my walk be close with 
Calm and serene my frame ; 

So purer ligVit sWW maxV \Vv^ t< 
That leads me to l\ve li^xx^ 
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HYMN 319. c. M. 

ST Stephen's. — milak. — ^Wiltshire. 
Jerusalem, my happy home, 

When shall I come to thee ? 
When shall my labors have an end, 

Thy joys when shall I see ? 

Reach down, O Lord, thine arm of grace, 

And cause me to ascend 
Where congregations ne'er break up, 

And sabbaths never end. 

Jesus my Saviour is above. 

Him I would go to see ; 
And all my friends in Christ below, 

Shall soon come afler me. 

Jerusalem, my happy home, 

O how I long for thee ; 
Then shall my labors have an end, 

When once thy joys I see. 

HYMN 350. p. M. 

KELLY. 

Why those fears ? behold, *tis Jesus, 
Holds the helm, and guides the ship ; 

Spread the sail, and catch the breezes. 
Sent to waft us o'er the deep, 

To the regions 
Where the mourners cease to weep. 

Led by Christ, we brave the ocean. 

Led by him the storm defy ; 
Calm amidst tumultuous motion. 

Knowing that our Lord is nigh ; 
Waves obey him. 

And the storms befoie ViVtiv ^^ • 
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When we weep with faithless tears, 
When we faint with faithless fears, 
Hold us with thine arm of love, 
Guide us to thy throne above. 

When we sink beneath the blow, 
Of our last and deadly foe ; 
Call us with thy voice of love, 
Take us to thy throne above. 

When the latest breath has flown. 
When the latest dart is thrown ; 
May we in the realms of love, 
Praise thee on thy throne above. 
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HYMN 353. o. m. 

MARTYRDOM. — UNIVERSITY. — MILAN. 

O thou, from whom all goodness flows, 

I lift my soul to thee ; 
In all temptations, conflicts, woes, 

Jesus, remember me. 

When rack*d with pain, or torn with grief. 

To thee for aid I flee ; 
Haste, and appoint some kind relief, 

Jesus, remember me. 

If falsely, and for thy great name. 

Reviled I should be ; 
Welcome contempt, reproach and shame. 

But, Lord, remember me. 

Nor when in death this world I leave. 

Let me be left by thee ; 
Then, Lord, my latest prayer receive, 

Jesus, remembeT me. 
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HYMN 354. l. m. 

MELCOMBE. — OLAVB's. — WARRINGTON. 

Jesus, I cast my soul on thee, 
Mighty and merciful to save ; 

Thou wilt to death go down with me, 
And gently lay me in the grave. 

Thou, Lord, canst make a dying bed, 
Feel soft as downy pillows are ; 

While on thy breast I lean my head. 
And breathe my soul out sweetly there. 

HYMN 355. c. m. 

HOMERTON. — ABRIDGE. — WILTSHIRE. 

O thou who driest the mourner's tear, 
How dark this world would be. 

If, when deceiv'd and wounded here. 
We could not fly to thee. 

But thou wilt heal that broken heart, 
Which, like the plants that throw 

Their fragrance from the wounded part, 
Breathes sweetness out of woe. 

O who could bear life's stormy doom. 

Did not thy wing of love, 
Come brightly wafting through the giot 

One peace-branch from above ? 

But sorrow, touch'd by this, grows brf 
With tnote tV\ai\ rapture's ray ; 

As darkness shows ws yjo\\^^ ol^ V\^ht, 
We never savi \)>j ^^^. 
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HYMN 356. l. m. 

ISRAEL. DUKE ST. TRURO. 

Lord, how delightful *tis to see 
A whole assembly worship thee : 
At once they sing, at once they pray ; 
They bear of heaven, and learn the way, 

I have been there and still would go, 
'Tis like a little heaven below ; 
I love the place, I love the road, 
That leads^ me to the house oi God. 

Oh write upon my memory. Lord, 
The texts and doctrines of thy word ; 
That I juay break thy laws no more. 
But love thee better than before. 

With thoughts of Christ and things divine^ 
Fill up this foolish heart of mine ; 
That, hoping pardon through his blood, 
I may lie down and wake with God. 

HYMN 357. l. m. 

DUKE ST. — MORNING HYMN. — WAREHAM. 

When to the house of God we go. 
To hear his word and sing his love ; 

We ought to worship him below. 
As saints and angels do above. 

They stand before his presence there, ( 

And praise him better far than we, j 

Who in his earthly courts a^^^eai:^ 
And love him, thoug)\ y?^ t-axvw^X. ^^^* 
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ut God is present every where, 
And watches all our thoughts and ways ; 
le marks who humbly join in prayer, 
And who sincerely sing his praise. 

The triflers, too, his eye can see, 
Who only seem to take a part ; 

They move the lip, and bend the knee, 
But do not seek him with the heart. 

Oh may we never trifle so, 

Nor lose the days which God has given ; 
But so improve them here below. 

That we may live with God in heaven. 

HYMN 358. L. M. 

8T. OBOROB's. — ISLINGTON. — JOB. 

O grave, thou hast the victory. 
Beauty and strength are laid with thee ; 
Yet, than earth's mightiest, mightier, 
O grave, thou hast thy vanquisher. 

Long in thy sight was man forlorn, 
Long did'st thou laugh his hope to scorn 
Till rose the conqueror of death, 
Jesus, the man of Nazareth. 

He stood between us and despair. 
He bore, and gave us strength to bear ' 
The mysteries of the grave unsealed, 
Our glorious destiny revealed. 

Our home is not this mortal clime. 
Our life has not '\U \iounds in time ; 
And death is \>wt tl c\o\x^N5tv?>X.\\^%^ 
Between the som\ acv^^«x^^\%fe» 
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HYMN 359. c. m. 

ST. DAVID'S. — WARWICK. — LONDON. 

VIE Holy Spirit, God of might, 
Ind comforter of all ; 
.ch us to know thy word aright, 
?hat we may never fall. 

loly Spirit, guide aright, 

Lll preachers of thy word ; 

it thou by them may'st cut down sin, 

Ls with a two-edged sword. 

jart not from thy pastors, Lord, 
(ut aid them in their need ; 
o break to us the bread of life, 
Vhereon our souls do feed. 

ivert all those that are our foes, 
Lnd bring them to thy light ; 
it in thy truth we may agree, 
Lnd serve thee day and night. 



HYMN 360. c. m. 

Stephen's. — st. George's. — Nottingham. 

>u sovereign Lord, whose will ordains, 
^he powers on earth that be ; 
whom our rightful monarch reigns, 
ubject to none but thee. 

ird her from all who would oppose 
ler government and thee ; 
m open wars, from secret foes^ 
*row force and perftdy. 



f 



6 UYHKS. 

11 gifls of grace in her increase, 

And from all ills defend ; 
Q all her borders grant thy peace, 

And save her to the end. 

Her subjects bind in loyalty, 

And with thy favor bless ; 
Make us a nation fearing thee, 

And working righteousness. 

HYMN 361. L. M. 

BT. Paul's. — wareham.^-tallis. 
Lord of that family above, 

Where thou dost rule in might alone ; 
And angels and archangels move, 

As children round thy burning throne 

Father, before whose awful seat. 

Ten thousand, thousand sceptres bow. 

Grant us with reverence due to meet. 
As humbler worshippers below. 

Correct our hearts, our tongues chastise, 
That whatsoe'er events befall. 

Our souls and songs to thee may rise 
The Father and the Lord of all. 



HYMN 362. c. m. 

nOMERTON. — SHEPHERD. — ST. STEPHEN* 

O thou by whose Almighty hand. 

Thy people still are led ; 
Who through t\\e\t eax\3cv\^ ^\l^rimag« 

Hast all out ial\\e\^ Xfe'^^ \ 



Our vows, our pray'rs we meekly bring, 

Before thy throne of grace ; 
God of our fathers, be the God 

Of their succeeding race. 

Through each perplexing path of life, 
Our wand'ring footsteps guide, 

Give us each day our daily bread, 
And raiment meet provide. 

Thy fostering wing around us spread. 
Till all our wanderings cease. 

And at our Father's blest abode. 
Our souls arrive in peace. 

HYMN 363. l. m. 

ROCKINGHAM. ST. PAUL*S. — MBLCOMBB. 

That day of wrath, that dreadful day 
When heaven and earth shall pass away ;. 
What power shall be the sinner's stay. 
How shall he meet that dreadful day ? 

When shrivelling like a parched scroll, 
The flaming heavens together roll ; 
When louder yet, and yet more dread, 
Swells the high trump, that wakes the dead. 

O on that day, that wrathful day 
When man to judgment wakes from clay. 
When heaven and earth shall pass away. 
Be thou, O Christ, the sinner's stay. 

HYMN 364. l. m. 

LUTON. CHELMSFORD. ST. PHILIP's. 

Largely thou givest, gracious Lord, 
Largely thy gifls should be restored ; 
Freely from thee we all receive^ 
Thy word to us is, "fteeV^ ^v^^» 
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In silence, Lord, resembling thee. 
Steals on soil handed charity ; 
Tempering her gifts by time and place, 
Till not a woe, but feels her grace. 

Eyes to the blind, feet to the lame, 
And to the sinner, wholesome blame, 
To humbled souls lends heavenward wings, 
And help to all by turns she brings. 

HYMN 365. c. m. 

WARWICK. — HOMERTON. — MILAN. 

Lord, let thy fear within me dwell. 
Thy love my footsteps guide ; 

That love shall vainer loves expel, 
That fear, all fears beside. 

And O, since oft my stubborn will 

By error's force subdued. 
Impatient grasps the specious ill. 

And slights the real good. 

Not to my wish, but to my want 

Do thou thy gifts apply ; 
The good unasked, in mercy grant. 

The ill, though asked, deny. 

HTIVIN 366. L. M. 

ETON. LUTHER. CAREY. 

Jesus, my Lord, to heaven is gone. 
Gone to prepare a place for me ; 
There shall I see him on his throne, 
And with \um axvd Ivis ransomed be ; 
Then let tV\e woi\^ o^^ton^ w V^lame. 
My soul sha\\\oN^Mv^\>\^^VY8.\!as 



HYMNS. 379 

t should I for the world*s applause, 
shrinking from its angry frown, 
*fuse to countenance his cause, 
ad make his people's lot mine own ; 
hat shame would fill me in that day 
/hen he his glory shall display. 

HYMN 367. p. m. 

AARON. — SIC. MARINERS. 

Christ, whose glory fills the skies, 
Christ, the true and only light ; 
Sun of righteousness, arise. 
Triumph o'er the shades of night ; 
Day spring from on high, impart, 
Light to cheer my clouded heart. 

Dark and cheerless is the morn, 
Unenlightened, Lord, by thee ; 
Joyless is the day's return. 
Till thy brightening beams we see ; 
Till those brightening beams impart, 
Light to cheer my clouded heart. 

Visit Lord, this soul of mine, 
Pierce the gloom of sin and grief, 
Scatter with thy rays divine, 
All the mists of unbelief; 
Day spring from on high impart. 
Light to cheer my clouded heart. 

HYMN 368. l. m. 

CHELMSFORD. — ST. WILFRID'S. — ^WSBBE. 

Sun of my soul, my Lord appear. 
It is not night if thou art near ; 
O may no earth-bom cloud arise. 
To hide thee from thy setvaaX?^ ^^e^» 
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When the soil dews of kindly sleep, 
My wearied eyelids gently steep ; 
Be my last thought, how sweet, how blest, 
With thee, for ever, Lord, to rest. 

From eve till morn, from mom till eve, 
Abide with me that 1 may live ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without thee I dare not die. 

HYMN 369. p. m. 

AARON. hart's. ROSS. 

Oft in danger, oft in woe, 
Onward Christians, onward go ; 
Bear the toil, maintain the strife, 
Strengthened with the bread of life. 

Let your drooping hearts be glad, 
March, in heavenly armour clad ; 
Fight, nor think the battle long. 
Soon shall victory wake your song. 

Let not sorrow dim your eye. 
Soon shall ev*ry tear be dry ; 
Let not fear your course impede, 
Great your strength, if great your need. 

Onward then, to glory move. 
More than conqu'rors ye shall prove. 
Though opposed by many a foe, 
(Christian soldiers, onward go. 

HYMN 370. c. M. 

LONDON. MILAN. — ST. DaVID'S. 

O God, our help in ages past, 
Our hope £ot '^ea.x^ to come ; 

Our sheUet ftomt\\e ^Vwcwj \i\^'8.v 
And out etextvsX Vvome. 
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Before the hills in order stood, 

Or earth receiv'd her frame, 
From everlasting thou art God, 

To endless years the same. 

A thousand ages, in thy sight, 

Are like an evening gone ; 
Short as the watch that ends the night, 

Before the rising sun. 

O God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come ! 
Be thou our guard while life shall last, 

And our eternal home. 



HYMN 371. p. M. 

hart's. — GERMAN. — EASTER. 

Songs of praise the angels sang. 
Heaven with hallelujahs rang, 
When Jehovah's work begun, 
When He spake, and it was done. 

Songs of praise awoke the morn 
When the prince of peace was born ; 
Songs of praise arose when he 
Captive led captivity. 

Heaven and earth must pass away, 
Songs of praise shall crown that day : 
God will make new heavens and earth, 
Songs of praise shall hail their birth. 

Saints below with heart and voice. 
Still in songs of praise rejoice : 
Learning here by faith and love, 
Songs ofprsase to sing above. 



ANTHEMS. 



1. 

I will arise and go to my Father, &c. Luke 
XV. 18. 

2. 

Lord of all power and might, &c. Col- 
lect for the seventh Sunday after Trinity. 

3. 

O how amiable are thy dwellings, thoa 
Lord of hosts ; My soul hath a desire, and 
longing, to enter into the courts of the 
Lord : my heart and my flesh rejoice in the 
living God. Blessed are they that dwell ii 
thy house ; they will be always praisin 
thee. Psalm Ixxxiv. 1, 2, 4. 

4. 

Glort be to God on high, and on ea 
peace, good will towards men. We pr? 
thee, we bless thee, we worship thee, 
glorify thee, we give thanks to thee for 
^reat glory, O Lord God, Heavenly F 
God the ¥athet KW\^\.i. Hallel' 
Amen. 
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5. 

Holy, holy, holy. Lord God Almighty, 
who was, and is, and is to come ; who 
shall not glorify thy name ? For thou only 
art holy, thou only art the Lord ; Amen. 

6. 

Thine O Lord, is the greatness, and the 
power, and the glory, and the victory, and 
the majesty. For all that is in the heaven 
and the earth are thine ; Thine is the king- 
dom, O Lord, and thou art exalted as head 
over all. 

7. 

Lord, for thy tender mercies* sake, lay 
not our sins to our charge ; but forgive that 
is past, and give us grace to amend our 
sinful lives, to decline from sin, and incline 
to virtue ; that we may walk with a perfect 
heart before thee now, and evermore. 

8. 

O Lord my God, hear thou the prayer 
thy servant prayeth ; have thou respect 
unto his prayer. Hear thou in heaven thy 
dwelling place, and when thou hearest, 
Lord, forgive. 

9. 

Hear my prayer, O Lord ; give ear to 
my supplication. In th^ iwSi!![v^\s^««^ ^^^ 



384 AITTHEMS. 

swer me, and in thy righteousness. O 
Lord, hear my prayer, give ear to my 
supplication. 

10. 

O praise God in his holiness, praise him 
in the firmament of his power ; praise him 
in his noble acts, praise him according to 
his excellent greatness, praise him in the 
sound of the trumpet, praise him upon the 
lute and harp, praise lum in the cymbals 
and dances, praise him upon the strings 
and pipe ; let every thing that hath breaOi 
praise the Lord. Psalm ci. 

11. 

Glory to God in the highest, and on 
earth peace, good will toward men ! 
Hallelujah. 
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Above the heaven's created rounds 
According to thy gracious word 
Afflicted saint, to Christ draw near 
Affliction is a stormy deep 
Again our earthly cares we leave 
Again the day returns of holy rest 
Again the Lord of life and light 
Ah I how shall fallen man 
Alas and did my Saviour bleed 
All hail the power of Jesu's name 
All people that on earth do dwell 
All powerful Lord thy truth make known 
All powerful Lord we look to thee 
Almighty and eternal Lord 
Almighty everlasting God 
Almighty Father, bless the word 
Almighty Father, God of grace 
Almighty Father, heavenly friend 
Almighty Father Lord of all 
Almighty God, by whose decree 
Almighty God, eternal King 
Almighty God, eternal Lord 
Almighty God, our weakness aid 
Almighty God, thy grace and love 
Almighty God, thy grace display 
Almighty God, thy mercy shew 
Almighty God, thy wondrous grace 
Almighty God, thy word is cast 
Almighty God, to thee we pray 
Almighty Lord, before thy throne 
Almighty Lord, thy people see 
Am I an Israelite indeed ? 
And is the gospel peace and love ? 
And now my soul another year 
And wilt thou O etenvaV Go^ 
Another six days work \a doi\^ 



PAGE. 
17 

360 
305 
256 
200 
189 
129 
165 
125 
172 
37 
82 
69 
64 
68 
206 
250 
80 
74 
67 
94 
204 
75 
81 
66 
99 
78 
205 
229 
252 
77&98 
304 
300 



i86 COKTXKTS. 

PAGI. 

Approach my soul the merqr seat . . 326 

Arise great God and let thy grace • • 230 

Arise my gracious God • . 7 

Arm of the Lord awake, awake • • 231 

A soldier's course from battles won • • 302 

As pants the hart for cooling streams • • 20 

As the sweet flower that scents the mom • • 272 

Astonished and distressed •• 321 

At rest from labor and released from care • . 192 

Awake my soul and with the sun • . 195 

Awake sweet gratitude and sing • • 137 

Awake ye saints awake • • 190 

Away my needless fears • • 261 

Before Jehovah's awful throne • . 358 

Before thee Lord we guilty stand • • 76 

Before thy mercy seat O Lord • • 187 

Behold God's servant, see him come . . 105 

Behold the Lamb of God who bore ^ • 838 

Behold the Prince of life . . 107 

Behold the Saviour of mankind • • 126 

Behold the throne of grace • • 196 

Behold us Lord and make us thine . . 7f 

Behold ye saints the purchased gift •• 31^ 

Bestow O Lord upon our youth . . 24 

Bless'd with the presence of their God • • 2J 

Blessed are they who mourn for sin . . 3.' 

Bless O Lord the opening year • • 1 

Blest are the humble souls that see . • ? 
Blest is the man whom thou O Lord 

Blest is the man whose softening heart . . 
Blest work, the youthful mind to win 

Bread of the world in mercy broken . . 
Brightest and best of the sons of the morning. • 
By thy birth and early years 
By whom was David taught 

Can such a wretch for pardon sue 
Chief shepherd o^ \.\\^ t\\o^tv ^Vveep 
Children oi the \\e«LNetA^ Y^vw^ 
Christians awake, btAuX^ VVv^Vawi ^^^ 
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i^hose glory fills the skies . . 379 

oly Ghost, thine influence shed .. 212 

loly Spirit, come .. 144 

oly Spirit, from above . . 145 

oly Spirit, God of might . . 375 

t our voices join .. 241 

t us bless the Lord our God . . 39 

t us join our cheerful songs . . 358 

id Jesu's sacred voice • • 337 

t your faces Zion-ward • • 281 

kou long expected Jesus • . 105 

kou soul-transforming spirit •• 205 

eary souls with sin distrest • . 331 

s the night and cold the ground . . 123 

.ord thy statutes far • • 352 

jr God without delay . . 27 

God of power supreme • . 95 

God the sacred three . . 85 

source of every joy . . 28 

Spirit, God of truth .. 179 

Spirit, we confess . . 144 

speak the mighty name . . 150 

ds new joy to earthly bliss . . 298 

a precious grace . . 297 

if heaven whose love profound . . 146 

>f mercies bow thine ear . . 236 

if mercies Grod of grace . . 243 

if mercies in thy word . . 185 

f spirits, grant that we . . 180 

thee our souls we lift . . 178 
the hours when we can share . . 201 
thy days and full of woe • . 270 
* and for ever Lord . . 48 
' blessed be the Lord . . 57 
less, 'tis a joyful sound . . 332 

1 of mercy God of love . . 254 

I that dwell below the «k\e& . . ^^ 
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From Greenland's icy mountains . . 228 

From lowest depths of woe . . 52 

From Sinai's mount in might arrayed . . 164 

From the cross uplifted high . . 336 

From the first dawn of infant life . . 243 

Give ear thou judge of all the earth . . 25 

Glorious things of thee are spoken . . 235 

Glory be to God on high . . 148 

Glory to God who gave the word . . 237 

Glory to thee my God this night . . 203 

God in the gospel of his son • . 187 

God is a spirit, just and wise . . 294 

God is our refuge and our strength . . 343 

Grod moves in a mysterious way . . 158 

God reigns, events in order flow . . 157 

God's perfect law converts the soul . . 8 

Go to dark Gethsemane . . 122 

Grant us thy grace, O Lord we pray . . 63 

Great first of beings, mighty Lord . . 151 

Great God how awful is thy power . . 93 

Great God in vain man's narrow view . . 148 

Great God now condescend . . 209 

Great God of Abraham, hear our prayer . . 230 

Great God the world is thine . . 149 

Great God what do I see and hear . . 277 

Great God when I approach thy throne . . 215 

Great God while nature speaks thy praise •• 58 

Great God with wonder and with praise . . 181 

Great is the Lord our God . . 222 

Great Lord of all the churches hear . . 235 

Great peace and rest shall all such have . . 49 

Great ruler of all nature's frame . . 258 

Great shepherd of thy people hear . . 19f 

Guide roe O thou great Jehovah . . 37' 

Hail, King supreme, all wise and good . . If 

Hail the day that sees him rise . , i; 

Happy are iVvey , to ^Yvom VY^t Lord . . 2 

Happy the cYvutcV\, \Xvo>3l ^wix^idi ^\3m». . , j 
Happy the man ^Yvoie t-^xv^^^ ew^ 
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1 the tombs a mournful sound . . 270 

)oul, it is the Lord . . 365 

glad sound the Saviour comes . . 104 

herald angels sing .. 110 

voice of love and mercy . . 361 

t mean those lamentations ? . . 227 

mer to be wise . . 316 

2y, Lord, on me . . 23 

:y, Lord, thy suppliant save . . 339 

: me Lord, for 1 am poor . . 346 

, let ev'ry knee be bent . . 176 

IS confirmed the great decree • • 269 

:, the godly fail . . 341 

n earth as man was known • • 138 

throne of light, O Lord . . 244 

r taken from his head . . 240 

:o the living Lord . . 106 

:o the royal son . . Ill 

:hy servants blest, O Lord . . 42 

teous are their feet . . 235 

tiful the sight • • 54 

: are they who always keep . . 46 

is he who ne'er consents • . 1 

. the feet which bring the news . . 221 

■ the man whose heart is filled . . 299 

: the righteous are . . 273 

it a day was that which saw . . 188 

my heart rejoice to hear . . 50 

I and pleasant must it be . . 35 

ious and how wise . . 260 

less guilty nature lies . . 174 

curable is the place . . 283 

; the promise, how divine . . 207 

wilt thou forget me Lord . . 5 

y kindred souls are fled .. 113 

alas, this wretched heart . . 328 

thy favors, God of grace . . 286 

the young preserve their ways? . . 47 
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PAOB. 

Let all the just to God with joy . . 16 

Let children hear the mighty deeds • • 31 

Let heathens to their idols haste .. 6 

Let me not Lord be proud of heart . . 53 

Let songs of piaises fill the sky • • 142 

Let them neglect thy glory Lord . • 146 

Let us adore the grace that seeks . . 312 

Let worldly minds the world pursue . . 367 

Let Zion's watchmen undismayed • • 224 

Lift up your heads, eternal gates .. 12 

Lo he comes with clouds descending • . 276 

Lo in the east appears a star . • 118 

Look down O Lord, and on our youth .. 216 

Look down O Lord, with pitying eye •• 174 

Look up ye saints, direct your eyes .. 151 

Lord at thy table we behold •• 213 

Lord, can I ever love to be . . 202 

Lord, cause thy face on us to shine • • 359 

Lord dismiss us with thy blessing • . 206 

Lord, do thou thy grace impart • . 325 

Lord God, the Holy Ghost . . 143 

Lord, hast thou cast thy servants off? • . 26 

Lord, hear the voice of my complaint • • 3 

Lord, hear thy people's earnest cries • • 72 

Lord, how delightful 'tis to see . • 373 

Lord, let thy fear within jne dwell . • 378 

Lord, let thy people hear thy voice . . 100 

Lord, look on all assembled here • • 248 

Lord of all wisdom, power and love . • 162 

Lord of heaven, the source of blessing • • 73 

Lord of Hosts, to thee we raise • • 233 

Lord of that family above .. 376 

Lord of the worlds above . . 345 

Lord, teach us how to pray aright •• 198 
Lord, thou dost call thy wandering sheep . . 352 

Lord, what is man ? extremes how wide .. 175 

Lord, when our offerings we present . . 202 

Lord, when thou didst ascend on high . . 29 

Lord, when thy vine in Canaan grew . . 32 

Lord, when we bend before thy throne . • 197 

Lost in the wildering maze o^ %V[i • % "^^^ 
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, what a cloud of witnesses • . 303 

akcr of all, thy sovereign power • • 78 

an, like a shadow, vainly walks . . 19 

ianna to Israel well supplied . • 307 

larked as the purpose of the skies . . 226 

•lark the soft falling snow . . 223 

Mistaken souls, that dream of heaven . • 297 

Mortals awake, with angels join .. 109 

My brethren, from my heart beloved . . 234 

My former hopes are fled .. 319 

My God, accept my early vows . . 56 

My God, and is thy table spread . . 360 

My God the steps of pious men . . 289 

My Saviour, hanging on the tree .. 126 

My sins a heavy burthen are .. 318 

My soul awake, stretch every nerve .. 301 

My soul praise the Lord . . 39 

My soul with grateful thoughts of love . . 45 

My soul with joy attend . . 292 

My wakened soul, extend thy wings • . 276 

No change of times shall ever shock • . 342 

Not all the blood of beasts . . 168 

Not all the outward forms on earth • . 177 

Not to the terrors of the Lord . • 282 

Not unto us, but thee, O Lord . . 29? 

Now let a true ambition rise . . 24' 

Now let our mournful songs record . • 1 

Now let our mourning hearts revive . . 22 

Now let the feeble all be strong . . 3C 

Now may the God of peace and love . . 3 

O blessed souls are they 

O come loud anthems let us sing 

O could 1 but believe 

O for a closer walk with God 

O for a heart to praise my God 

O for a shout of sacttd ^o^ 

Oft in danger, oft \\\ vjoe 

O God my heart is fixed, \?. >aviw\. 




O God my he»rt is fully beat 
O God of hoit>, the miglity Lotrt 
O God of Israel, hear mj prayer 
O God of mercy, he«r our prayer 
O God of mercy, truth, and love 
O God of might, rf 
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O happy cliurch, celratial bride 

O happy man whose soul is filled 

Oh from the world's vile slayery 

O in the mom of lite, when youth 

O lesuB full of truth and ^r&ee 

O King of glory hear our prayer 

O let our lips and lives express 

O let triumphant faith diEpel 

O Lord, from uhom all bleaaingt rise 

O Lord, ill inproy, hem our cry 

O Lord, our lathers olt have told 

O Lord, our footsteps guide 

O Lord, ourlieorts and niinds control 

O Lord, our Saviour, thee we seek 

O Lord, our shield, our guide, our king 

O Lord, regard, -while hear we pray 

O Lord, that art the righteous judge 

O Lord, the God of sovereign might 

O Lord, thy church defend 

O Lord, thy faithful people see 

O Lord, thy gmdous -word declares 

O L^rd, thy waiting people hear 

O Lord, to our request attend 

O Lord, to whom ail creaturea bail 

O Lord, turn not thy tuce frota tac 
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)nce more assembled on thy day 
)nce to other lords we bowed 
On thee, O God of puiity 
O praise the Lord, and thou my soul 
O praise the Lord with hymns of joy 
O praise ye the Lord, prepare your glad 
O render thanks, and bless the Lord 
O render thanks to God above 
O righteous God, thou judge supreme 
O Saviour, whom this holy mom 
O thou by whose Almighty hand 
O thou from whom all goodness flows 
O thou that hear'st when sinners cry 
O thou that once in fiery tongues 
O thou who driest the mourner's tear 
O thou whose tender mercy hears 
O world of bliss, could mortal eyes 
O Zion afflicted with wave upon wave 
O Zion when I think on thee 
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Praise, O praise the name divine 
Praise the Lord, ye heavens adore him 
Praise ye the Lord, our God to praise 
Proclaim, saith Christ, my wondrous grace 

Raise up thy power, O mighty Lord 
Regard, O Lord, thy church below 
Religion is the chief concern 
Remark, my soul, the narrow bounds 
liock of ages, cleft for me 



Salvation doth to God belong . . 252 

Salvation, O the joyful sound .. 171 

Save me, O God, from waves that roll . . 30 

See Israel's gentle shepherd stands . . 207 

See the Lord ascends on high . . 83 

See, what unbounded zeal and love . . 1 22 

Since I have placed my trust in God , . 4 

Sing to the Lord a new ma.de song . . 349 

Sing praise to our God,s\Tv%pm^t*\ti>!!wi\!kRl^ht 357 

Sinners turn, why v^VW^^e ^t - "iM 
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Soldiers of Christ arise 
Songs of praise the angels sang 
Sons of men, behold from far 
Soon shall this curious house of clay 
Soon with resistless arm shall death 
Sovereign ruler of the skies 
Spirit of light, and truth from thee 
Spirit of mercy, truth, and love 
Spirit of truth, on this thy day 
Stay, thou insulted spirit 1 stay 
Stem winter throws his icy chains 
Striclcen, smitten, and afflicted 
Sun of my soul, my Lord appear 
Sweet the moments, rich in blessing 

That day of wrath, that dreadful day 

That man is blest who fears the Lord 

The awful day will soon arrive 

The billows swell, the winds are high 

The days of man on earth are few 

The earth and all the heavenly frame 

The eternal monarch from on high 

The God of nature, and of grace 

The grass and flowers which clothe the field 

The happy mom is come 

The heavens above, O Lord display 

The heavens declare thy glory. Lord 

The King, O Lord, with songs of praise 

The law commands and makes us know 

The Lord himself, the mighty Lord 

The Lord in Zion placed his name 

The Lord is king, let earth obey 

The Lord is risen indeed 132 

The Lord my pasture shall prepare 

The Lord of earth and sky 

The Lord of glory is my light 

The Lord, the high and lofty one 

The Lord who once on Calvary bled 

The Lord will happiness divine 

The man whose refuge is in God 

The path that sinners love to tKsA 
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ayer that flows from hearts sincere . . 296 

ints on earth, and saints aboTe . . 238 

lints should never be disopTed . . 305 

»aviour when to heaven he rose • . 222 

K)uls who Christ their refuge make . . 256 

spacious earth is all the Lord's . . 12 

spacious firmament on high . . 152 

spirit breathes upon the word . . 185 

i spirit in our hearts . . 315 

e sun of righteousness appears . . 132 

.e terrors of the living God . . 347 

le world and Satan rage . . 261 

hine arm alone, O God, is strong . . 88 

hine earthly sabbaths, Lord, we love . . 194 

iliine only Son, eternal God . . 71 

fhink on thy ancient purchase. Lord • . 31 

Thou framer of the light, and dark . . 238 

Though I should seek to wash me clean . . 166 

Though sore beset with guilt and fear •. 330 
Thou Lord, by strictest search hast known. . 55 

Thou sovereign Lord, whose will ordains . . 375 

Thou tumest man, O Lord, to dust . . 33 

Through all the changing scenes of life • . 17 

Thus far my God hath led me on . . 259 

Thus saith Jehovah, I the Lord • . 208 

Thy church, O Lord, preserve secure . . 70 

Thy household keep, O Lord .. 101 

Thy promised help, O Lord, impart .. 217 

Thy providence, 6 Lord . . 9 

Thy sovereign power, O God is known . . 8 

Thy wisdom, power, and goodness. Lord . . 1«' 
Thy word is to my feet a lamp 

Time by moments steals away . . 1 

Time's ceaseless tide is rolling on ,. i 

'Tis Christ who clasps the marriage band . . ' 
'Tis finished, so the Saviour cried 
To bless thy chosen race 
To ceiebrate thy praise, O Lord 
To God be glory, peace on esiith 
To God, the Almighty Loidi 
To God the Father, y\e\d 
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God the only wise 
J God with mournful voice 
Jo Jesus our exal^lf Lord 
To morrow, Lord, is thine 
Too many, Lord, abuse thy grace 
To thy temple I repair 
To thee, O Lord, we lift our souls 
To Zion's hill, I lift mine eye3 

Upward I lift mine eyes 

Vain and presumptuous is the trust 
Vital spark of heavenly flame 

We bid thee welcome in the name 
Weep not for me but for yourselves 
Welcome thou day of rest 
What adverse natures dwell within 
What is it keeps me back 
What scenes of horror and of dreaxl 
What shall the dying sinner do 
When Abraham full of holy fear 
When Adam sinned, thro' all his race 
When all thy mercies, O my God 
When, amidst our earthly care 
When dangers, woes, or death are nigh 
When God applies his word with power 
When God from sin's captivity 
When Hagar found the water spent 
When his lost sheep the shepherd finds 
When hosts of enemies assail 
When Israel through the desert passed 
When Israel were from Egypt brought 
When I survey the wondrous cross 
When Jesus did on earth appear 
When Jesus from the vanquished grave 
When, O my Saviour, when shall I 
When overwhelmed with grief 
When rising from the bed of death 
When the archangel's trump shall sowwl 
When the dark shades oi ev^tvvw^^^fe 
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When those we love are snatched away • • 271 

When to the house of God we go . . 373 

When we are raised from deep distress • • 264 

When we pour out our souls in prayer . . 350 

When worn with sickness, oft hast thou • • 161 

When Zion saw her temple rise • . 179 

Where two or three with sweet accord . . 197 

While beauty dothes the fertile vale . . 253 
While sounds of war are heard around 
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Why do we mourn departing friends • • 272 

Why should I vex my soul and fret • . 18 

Why those fears? behold 'tis Jesus . . 369 
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Wisdom, with earnest cry •• 314 

With cheerful voices rise and sing • . 221 

With flowing eyes and bleeding hearts . . 168 

With joy his deeds rehearse . . 287 

With joy we meditate the grace . . 364 

With me thy servant thou hast dealt . . 47 

With one consent let all the earth • . 38 

With restless and ungovemed rage . • • 2 

Witness ye men, and angels now •. 218 

Wrapt in the gloom of dark despair . • 170 

Ye boundless realms of joy . . 60 

Ye contrite souls, in spirit poor .. 211 

Ye dying sons of men . . 333 

Ye hearts with youthful vigour warm . . 246 

Ye messengers of Christ . . 225 

Ye saints and servants of the Lord . . 350 

Ye saints who know and fear the Lord . . 293 

Yes, the Redeemer rose . . 133 

Ye vain, engrossing thoughts, away . . 193 

Ye whom God has saved from error . . 348 
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